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BOOK I. 
FROM THE "FIELD OF THE WORLD." 



^* Look on this beautiful world and read the truth 
In her fair page." — Bryant. 



THE GIFT OF DAY-LILIES. 

O OME snow-white blossoms from the upland leas 

*^ I would have grouped with careless unconcern, 

Thinking of those their passing bloom might please ; 

But stayed my hand lest critic eyes should spurn. 

Then came thy lilies, pure beyond compare. 

They came love-laden, and their freight was this : 

" These flowers, so fragile that they cannot bear 
Night's finger-touch, nor zephyr's gentlest kiss, 

" By subtle fragrance may perchance allure 
From dust-driven path the weary passer-by. 

And do their part to keep the world's heart pure, 
Though with the very day of birth they die ! " 

Then, strong of purpose, light of heart, I came, 
And sought some blossoms which might hope 
impart, 

Though not of stateliest grace or proudest name ; 
And grouped them here — the lilies of the heart. 
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THE MIDNIGHT JOURNEY. 

A STORY OF SCOTTISH EMIGRANTS. 

THE laddie and lassie had plighted their troth, 
But the hill-side cottage was small for both, 
So the shepherd's laddie, this stalwart lad, 
Who the hearts in the hamlet had aye made glad. 
Seeking here and there for some stepping-stone 
To mend his fortunes, but finding none, 
Brought hither his bride, and they built their nest 
On the forest plains of our own far west. 

No Eldorado the travellers found, 
As they made their way o'er the virgin ground. 
But they " settled their claim," and Hope was there. 
To span her rainbow o'er clouds of care. 

At length, when their harvests had numbered four. 
And they had of earth's bounties a goodly store, 
■ iay of thanlcsgiving they set apart 
caven's gifts are showered on the grateful heart). 

th thankful spirit for " daily bread," 

m took his Bible and prayed and read ; 

en blessed his Maker with fervent zeal, 

r docks, and harvests, and worldly weal, 

\ with fervor more earnest that home was blest 

the one dear bird which had sought their nest. 
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And, as oft on the morning or evening air 
The psalm might be heard, or the voice of prayer, 
His Bessie, sweet darling, her book preferred. 
Though she could not master a single word, 
And mingled, while held on her father's breast, 
Her child-devotion with all the rest. 

But the arm of the law found the upright John. 
Twelve jurors were summoned, and he was one. 
So parting reluctant from wife and child 
For the court where justice is undefiled, 
He stood with his horse by the cottage door. 
And stooped to fondle wee Bess once more. 

" Good-by, sweet Bessie, your lovely eyes 

Will be fast asleep under moonlit skies. 

And your thoughts will be playing in dreamland 

while 
Brown Major is galloping many a mile.'* 
Then high o'er his head he held the child, 
The fairest blossom of western wild. 
And kissed her fondly, and said good-by. 
Before the tear on her cheek was dry. 

The hours passed swiftly, and one by one 

The stars came out, ere his work was done. 

But no ill lay hid in the lonesome night ; 

His brave heart never had quailed with fright ; — 

He would rapidly speed o'er the perilous way, 

His home would be reached ere the break of day. 



^ 
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Over the prairie Major sped, 

But the waning light too swiftly fled, 

The threatening storm-clouds gathered fast. 

And the brow of night was overcast. 

With the howl of the angry wind there came 

The lightning fiend with its tongues of flame, 

And the distant wolf-dog's hungry bay 

Cast horrors chill o*er the gloomy way. 

At length the fury was overpast, 
And oft-told miles were shortening fast, 
When lo ! revealed by a vivid gleam, 
Just where they forded the swollen stream, 
On the bank lay something strangely white, 
And Major halted in sudden fright. 

" 'T is a child ! Some wanderer's child, I trow, — 
Can the mother be lost in the stream below ? " 
He shouts. No answer. " Halloo ! Halloo ! " 
But naught was heard save the river's flow. 
" Ah me ! " he whispered, **the lightning's flame, 
Or the treacherous shore, must bear the blame. 

" Can it be, poor little forsaken one. 
That thou art a foundling loved by none ? 
That thy mother, her deep distress to hide. 
Has thrown herself in this angry tide ? 
Or, by life's stern bitterness overborne. 
Fainted and fall'n by the way forlorn ? 



The Midnight Journey. 7 

" I think I can feel a beating heart 
Through its raiment, so drenched in every part, 
Though it seems to lie in a death-like swoon. 
Poor baby ! we found you none too soon ! 
My shepherd's tartan shall bind you here — 
There are hearts in the world to love you, dear. 
Now Major shall go with a loosened rein, 
By my own heart's warmth you shall live again, - 
But e'en should you die on my breast right here, 
I shall know that God's angels are hovering 
near." 

Now Major, with never a hand on rein. 
Sped swiftly and surely across the plain. 
With ear acute and with watchful eye. 
Did he know each word of the lullaby ? 

" But what is all this ? There are lights ahead — 
Do they think that both master and horse are 

dead? 
Do they think I am lost in the storm and rain. 
That so in the dark they should scour the plain ? 

" Here ! here ! good neighbors ! " said farmer 

John, 
But still the procession kept moving on. 
His wife was first, and with streaming cheek. 
Came hurrying on, and essayed to speak, 
But fell at his feet, almost as dead. 
Before an articulate word was said. 
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Said a neighbor, trembling as if with cold : 

" O John, dear John, you must be told, — 

We have searched the whole of the weary night. 

We will search right on till morning light. 

Your little one wept with a, heart full sore, 

She thought that her father would come no more ; 

She was trying to find him all yesterday. 

And before they knew she had strayed away ! 

(O would that I never had this to tell. 

That such sore woe your house befell ! ) " 

^^ No! no! O God! my darling gone ?" 

From his pallid lips came a long loW moan. 

*'^0h ! can she live in this cruel rain ? ** 

A new and terrible sense of pain 

Made him reel in the saddle, he almost fell. 

When the child in his bosom, strange to tell, 

Began to nestle. " If ere ! Here ! A light ! " 

Then the lantern gleamed on a face of white, 
On storm-rent garments that made one weep, 
On eyes that opened from death-like sleep, — 

''^ Me found you^ Fcuier!'* a low, tired tone, — 
The voice that said it was Bessie's own ! 
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DIVINATION. 

THE WINTER GARDEN. 

TT AIL ! winter flowers, that seem to read so well 
-■• ^ The horoscope of hearts, 
Some sprite must dwell within each cordate cell, 
Who prophet lore imparts. 

Such bloom ye throw o'er winter's breast of snow, 

To welcome this loved mom, 
Such conscious glow revealing that ye kaow 

This day a joy is born ! 

You lily (alba) with your snow-white page 

So close concealed till now, 
Holding, with all the charms of riper age, 

Your chastest virgin glow. 

And you, my rosebud, with your tint of shells, 

Do you the secret hold 1 
Then guard it well within your hidden cells. 

Round it your petals fold. 

• 

For though in pureness 't is the lily's heart, 

In warmth the rose's glow. 
One whispered word, and it would lose a part, 

Nom but the flowers shall know / 
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HENRY WILSON. 

I. 

TVT YSTERIOUS Death ! while awed I stand 
^^ Beside the form whence life has flown, I 

And touch with mine the icy hand 
And lips now turned to stone, 
I marvel that all life must be 
A ceaseless holocaust to thee ! ^ 

It matters not though lordly brow i 

The image of the Father bears ; 
Each human shrine at which we bow 
The same dread signet wears ; 
The same dark wing is over all, I 

From lowly cot to kingly hall. 

Yet had we hoped that brow of thine, 

O Wilson, might have worn the crown 
Which willing hands of love should twine 
In pride of thy renown, 

Our nation's sceptre thine to wield, 

That foremost thou shouldst bear her shield. 

I 

But God knew best. We look above 
Xhese symbols of a warrior dead. 
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That float like sacred wings of love 
About thy lonely bed, 

Beyond this lofty pillared dome, 
And see thee in thy spirit's home. 



For thine was not the wealth that dies 

And leaves the soul in endless dearth ; 
Thy treasure hid beyond the skies 
Is free from rust of earth ; 

And there thy brow, immortal, wears 
A crown that is not gemmed with cares. 



II. 



We trace thy way from youth to age. 

And feel the hopes that thrilled thy soul ; 
We see thee grasp the classic page, 
And curb to thy control. 
With reins of inspiration caught. 
The pinions of aspiring thought ! 



We feel the thorns that pierced thy feet, 

And weep to know that pallid want 
Once found thy lonely hearth's retreat, 
A spectre strange and gaunt. 
And yet, perchance, it gave the key 
To that great heart of sympathy ! 
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Perchance, who knows ? the weary load 

So long thy patient shoulders bore, 
Gave strength to break the tyrant's rod, 
And chains our captives wore ; 
Thy tears a clearer eye, to see 
The opening door of liberty. 



Say, didst thou, when thy hopes were high. 
Look out through rafters bleak and bare. 
At silent stars that gemmed the sky, 
And read thy greatness there ? 
Did ever flash of soul reveal 
That thou wast born for human weal ? 



When, delving by the flickering light 
Of winter fires, for gold of thought, 
Didst ever dream the sacred might 
Of Truth, so dearly bought. 
Would sound thy name from sea to sea. 
And yield thee kingly pageantry ? 



Oh ! it was not thy classic lore, 

'T was not thy genius, skilled and great. 
But that large heart which, to the core. 
Was true through love and hate ; — 

True, when the sun of peace was high — 
True, with the war-cloud in the sky. 
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III. 

Did ever loved one pass away 

From earthly sight with gentler sigh ? 
They questioned, " you will ride to-day ? " 
And knew not thou couldst die ! 

Couldst die ? Ah, no ; God called thy name 
And sent His chariot of flame. 

Couldst die ? eternal life began 

With God's first breath upon the clay ; 
The sacred promise of the man. 
Within the cradle lay ; 

The glorious manhood of the soul 
Perfected as the ages roll ! 

We could not see the fiery car. 

Nor hear the messenger of God, 
But we can follow thee afar 
On that triumphal road ; 

And he who heeds a nation's calls 
May grasp thy mantle as it falls. 
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SUICIDE OF AN AGED PERSON. 



nPHREESCORE and ten ! 
^ " *T is naught to me," I tried to say, 
But through my heart a shudder ran ; 
A thrill of horror for the deed, 
Of pity for the man. 



And all night long, 
Wakeful, I saw the haggard face ; 
Tearful, I saw the snow-white hair 
Swept by the night- wind, dark and chill — 

Less chill than his despair. 



The watchful stars 
Seemed eyes that looked from heaven and wept. 
For they had seen the darkling wave 
That closed above the form he loved, 

And sealed an ocean grave ; — 

Had seen the hand. 
The phantom hand that lured him on 
Bewildered, to the river's brink. 
As if such icy death could bind 

More soon the broken link ! 
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Far, far below 
Those pearly waves, that mystic hand 
Still beckoned through the deepening gloom, 
Till love fraternal chose the same 

Dark gateway to the tomb. 

Sleep ! aged one! 
Sleep calmly ; let no human lips 
Pronounce thy doom ; God only knows 
The heart's unwritten agonies, 

Its unimagined woes. 
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THE VOICE OF THE FLAG. 

PROM our heights so near the stars 

Wondrous scenes descrying : 
Comrade, of the crimson bars 
From thy summit flying, 
Hark the mingled sounds that flow 
From the serried ranks below ! 

Hark the muttered sounds of strife, 
Billows of commotion ; 
Bitter words with envy rife 
From yon seething ocean ; 
Yet how softly fused the strain 
Ere it finds our higher plane ! 

Love to one dear Fatherland 
All the strife submerges ; 
Gone, like marks upon the sand 
Washed by ocean surges ; 
Waking from our night of gloom. 
Only flowers of peace can bloom ! 

True ! the star of liberty 
Shone with fitful lusjtre. 
Often o'er the century's page 
Asterisks darkly cluster, 
Pointing out the cruel scar 
Left by ruthless hand of war. 



The Voice of the Flag. ly 

Who shall say its last decade 

Gained not higher glory 

Than the first whose deeds were made 

Theme of song and story ? 

Fetters which were shattered then 

Never shall be forged again ! 

Oh, if loyal hands would meet, 
Rival claims forgetting ; 
Freedom's crown with gems replete. 
Love their golden setting ; 
We should see Columbia's brow 
Decked with brighter stars than now. 

Oh, if men would look above 
Where these stars are beaming, 
To the farther heights of love. 
Nature's gifts redeeming, 
Shunning as the viper's sting 
Every base and sordid thing ;— 

Stable as our rocky shore 
Firm as granite mountains. 
Learning of the deeper lore, 
Drawn from living fountains ; 
Radiant this new century 
With the glory yet to be ! 
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FAITHFUL ARE THE WOUNDS OF A 

FRIEND. 

A YE, when we know the sword is held 
•^^ By hands that love makes tender, 
Stern words by duty's force impelled 

Command the heart's surrender. 

Aye, faithful when the tones that wound 

Are most replete with feeling ; 
When lips that speak the caustic word 

Give readiest kiss of healing. 

But ah, the wounds in friendship's name ! 

The arrows sheathed in malice 
That fly with noxious blight abroad 

From out a poisoned chalice ! 

The wounds that yield e'en sharper pain 

Because from heart unfeeling ; 
The sword when one has sought the crown, — 

Oh, where the balm for healing ? 

To-day I watched the clouds grow dark, 
And saw the lightnings flashing 

From peak to peak of cloudy Alp, 
Through yawning chasms dashing ; 
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I heard the thunder's stormy voice 

In muttered intonations j^ 
Then near, more near and awful, came 

The deep reverberations. 

'T is thus, I thought, with human souls 
When waves of storm are pressing : 

Like clouds they meet from different poles, 
Unequal strength possessing ; 

One soul is seeking farthest heights, — 

Another, earthward tending ; 
They- meet — they clash — the spark of fire 

Forbids their perfect blending. 

While one may proudly stand alone, 

No help from others gleaning, 
Another finds his kingly throne 

On friendship's bosom leaning. 

While one may hold that earthly lore 

Should centre in ambition ; 
Another deems that love is more 

Than Eden's lost fruition. 

Where one may find sublimest joy, 

Another finds but grieving : 
No state so blest but sin's alloy 

Some sting of pain is leaving. 
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Then is it, when no ills abide. 
And naught presages sorrow, 

The flow of life's electric tide, 
The peace of heaven can borrow ? 

Ah, if when threatened storms are nigh. 
And clouds presage contending, 

Man might be taught that heaven is high, 
Around, above him bending, — 

And not with blind assumption dare 
Each human heart to measure, 

By line that sounds the shallow depths 
Of his own pain or pleasure. 

O then the storms might dash and rave. 
And arrows leave their quiver ; 

The hearts that love could find no grave, 
And friendships live forever. 
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THE MOTHERLESS. 

T T ER summers were few and she did not know 
■*■ -*• Why her heart was so full of woe, 
As she looked far out on the feathery snow, 
At the white flakes softly falling. 

She had been trying in vain to play 
With her pets and playthings all the day ; 
Now she had laid them all away, 
And wearily stood beside me : 

And with low and sorrowful voice she said : 
" Oh ! tell me ; why do I feel so sad ; 
I thought it would surely make me glad 
To look at the white flakes falling. 

" I thought it came from the far-off skies," 
And she looked in my face with questioning eyes ; 
" But oh ! will it reach hery where she lies, 
And will she be cold — so cold ? '* 

On the upturned face a kiss I pressed. 
And clasped her close to a sister's breast ; 
But the tears she had kept so long suppressed, 
Were falling faster, and faster, 
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I lifted the child upon my knee. 

And talked of the land we could not see. 

But all was the darkest mystery, 

To my sorrowful-hearted darling. 

For still she wept, and I could not stay 
The tide of sorrow that would have way ; 
And my own heart swelled when I heard her say : 
" I want to go to my mother ! " 



Hours have passed ; she is sleeping now, 
Beside her couch I am bending low, 
Those silken curls on her baby brow, 
Are they touched by angel fingers ? 

A smile is rippling over her face ; 
Ah, the gate of sleep is their trysting-place ; 
I know she is clasped in that loved embrace. 
For I hear her whispering " Mother ! " 
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THE WANDERER. 

LINES SUGGESTED BY THE IMPRISONMENT OF A 
LITTLE BIRD IN A RAILROAD CAR. 

TIT HITHER, whither, timid stranger, 
^ ' From thy sylvan home a ranger ? 
Whither from the golden morning, 
And the dewy fields, adorning, 
Thus SO trembling and alone. 
Art thou hieing, startled one ? 

Fancy shows me, *mong the grasses, 
Where the softest zephyr passes. 
Gentle sisters, less aspiring, 
*Mong the clover buds retiring ; 
What should tempt thee from thy nest, 
Birdling, with the golden crest ? 

Was the " sphere too narrow ** yonder ? 
Social problems didst thou ponder ? 
Tired of rustic congregations, 
Would'st be heard among the nations ? 
Or dost leave ambitious dreaming 
For thy human sisters' scheming ? 

Ah ! my bird with wings aweary, 
Beating round thy prison dreary ; 
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Little need to start and flutter, 
At the softest word I utter ; 
I would take thee to my breast. 
Just to soothe thee into rest. 

Long ago, when in my playing, 

With such bird companions straying, 

" Have they minds like ours ? " I wondered, 

And the question sagely pondered. 

Now a thought I cannot name 

Flashes o'er me just the same. 

Soft brown eyes, so full of sorrow ; 
Would we might some vision borrow, 
Which, the chasm overspanning. 
Might permit a closer scanning ; 
Might reveal some tiny gleam 
From the heart of the Supreme ! 



A Thought in Stone. 25 



A THOUGHT IN STONE. 

STILL keeping watch and ward, O silent Sphinx, 
Guarding the secrets of the Pyramids ? . 
A symbol of eternity art thou ; 
Through all the years no dread of death awaits thee. 
No shuddering fear, though all defiant powers 
Should hold high carnival in Pluto's realm. 
The earthquake spares, the fierce tornado's blast, 
Speeding on lightning wing, starts back dismayed. 
At strength to match his own, and shrinks away. 
Abashed to look on such majestic calm. 

Oh, if a heart could beat within thy breast. 
And human reason light thy stony face. 
What wonders would those hoary lips disclose ! 
But thine is stone, and such as thine alone 
Could smile unmoved through all the centuries, 
Yet know the tragedies that lie between 
Man's birth and death, by millions multiplied. 

Yes ; hoary Sphinx ! aught human would have 

doomed thee, 
Consumed apace by fierce internal fires 
The heart that feels, 't is only stone survives, 
Or else Omnipotence that calmly views 
The end from' the beginning, merging all 
In one eternal Now and Evermore. 
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What lesson teachest thou, O silent Sphinx, ' 
By affirmation or negation's sign ? 

No answer ? Then I view thee from afar, 

And read at longer range thine alphabet, 

While one by one signs weave themselves in words. 

Have I a friend ? Then let me learn from thee 
To stand unshaken by sirocco gales. 
And be to him, e'en on the desert's edge, 
As firm and sure, but not as coldly mute. 

Have I a faith ? Then let it tower on high. 
Like solid rock upon the desert's marge. 
And bar the progress of the doubting fiend. 

" Thy face is turned towards the teeming Nile, 
The desert far behind thee."* So, my soul. 
Look thou before thee with unflagging zeal, 
Not back upon the desert waste of life 
To feed the gaping maw of discontent ; 
But onward still and upward day by day, 
Undaunted by the " irony of fate," 
Till heaven's sweet sunshine bids the shadows flee. 

♦ Andrew Carnegie's " Round the World." 
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VOX MUS^. 
I. 



" OEHOLD the future ! See thy name 
^^ Emblazoned on the scroll of fame." 



He spake, yet marked the downcast eye, 
And heard the maid's unconscious sigh. 

" I see before thee regal state, 
Upon thy bidding thousands wait." 

Surprised, he read her doubt and fear 
And mute protest, a silent tear. 

Beneath love*s crown of amethyst 
The troubled brow he gently kissed. 

And said : " Beloved, 't is for me. 
Do this to prove thy constancy." 

And now at once, with fond surprise, 
He saw the timid maid arise. 

And take her place in royal state, 
A leader 'mong the lettered great. 
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Two fleet decades have passed away, 
And changed the locks of brown to gray. 

By retrospection's light he sees 
Fulfilled those ardent prophecies, 

" Now tell me why," he asked, and sought 
To read the truth her answer taught. 

" Why was each voice resisted long. 
Which called to join that lettered throng ? 

" Your life has proved my words were wise. 
No singing bird could higher rise. 

" Why was it that no plea could move 
To heights of fame till called by love ? " 



" The world is cold and wide," she said. 
• " To man its ways are reft of dread, 

Before his eyes a sceptre gleams, 
A crown, the acme of his dreams. 

With might he grasps, but, far and high, 
They gleam before the maiden's eye. 

And only strong of soul we prove 
In the omnipotence of love," 
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THE FLOWER SYMBOL. 

T F heaven is near to all the hearts that mourn, 
^ Then heaven is here, where souls are anguish- 
torn. 

Sandalphan, fold thy wings ! All these are prayers 
Which, changed to flowers, an earth-born spirit 
bears. 

Fair fragile things — tribute from many a clime. 
How loyalty is voiced in thought sublime. 

Is there some mystic brotherhood of soul 
'Twixt man and nature, parts of one great whole ? 

Some subtle kinship which the heart avers, 
That ye should aye be love's interpreters ? 
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ANSWER OF THE FLOWERS. 

I. 

T/" NOW ye not, O lone one, weeping ; 
•*' *- All life's joyance fled ; 
That the flowers hold in their keeping 
Secrets from the dead ? 

II. 

Whispered wheh the seeds lay sleeping. 

Low within the mould ; 
Hid while slowly sunward creeping, 

In each petal's fold. 

III. 

Whispered soft to one another, 

Ne'er to human ear. 
Yet the low and rhythmic murmur, 

Mortals bend to hear. 

IV. 

" Our frail thread of life is broken. 
As your balm for pain, 
And though no returning token 
Comes from us again, 

V. 

" Yet the mild hamadryad spirit, 
Leaving flower and tree, 
Bears the message hearts would carry 
O'er yon unknown sea." 
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MY ROBIN. 

BY CHARLBS L. THOMPSON, D.D. 

A little robin came to me 
^*" A-tiptoe on the winter's edge. 
Behind him, storms hung gloomily — 
He poised upon their yielding ledge. 

His velvet breast was full and red, 

A warm light lit his liquid eye. 
And then — although 'mid grasses dead. 
He walked^I knew the prophecy. 

Not anywhere a flower bloomed. 
Nor any flush on grass or tree. 

But well I knew the winter doomed. 
Because that robin came to me. 

Await me other storms I know, 
But on their cold, dissolving slope. 

Will walk with plumage all aglow 
My fair-eyed redbreast robin, — Hope. 

His eye will pierce through Time's delay ; 

Beyond, the lilies of the skies 
Forecast the all-encircling Day 

Where bloom the fields of Paradise. 



WELCOME. 



'T^HE echo of a song I heard 
**■ Afar, 'gainst distant hills of snow, 
Which every pulse so strangely stirred, 
That, waiting, with a heart aglow. 
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To know whence came the melody. 

It floated back to me once more. 
And with its rare, sweet prophecy, 

Enchained me captive as before. 

Long had I thought all singing birds 
Were banished from these Arctic skies, 

Save that " loved few " whose notes were heard 
As floating back from Paradise. 

But pulsing through the soft spring air 
Was heard the full and liquid tone, 

Of one who haply might compare 
With those whom fame had longest known. 

He sang a greeting to the May, 
The prophecy of endless springs, 

And in the robin's roundelay. 
Heard strange unutterable things. 

He sang a greeting to the birds ; 

From northern hills a timid pen 
Would greet the/^^/ whose sweet words 

Make vocal all our groves again. 
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CLOUDLAND. 

T ET others seek the noisy street 
"*"^ And find its bustle cheering ; 
Give me this quiet, calm retreat, 
This nook with nature's charms replete ; 
Her heart of rapture nearing. 

I hear her voices, full of song, 

A chorus softly blending ; 
The bird, the bee, a myriad throng. 
Her living sounds — but deep and strong 

Are other tones ascending. 

A symphony so strange and rare. 

My soul is filled with longing 
For wings whose rhythmic beats may bear 
To those bright isles of upper air 
This soul, to earth belonging. 

Electric thought be thou my steed ! 

And fancy lend thy pinions ! 
Come, soul, forget thy mortal need, 
Fling to the earth her doubting creed, 

Seek unexplored dominions. 

Beyond the clouds, the azure far, 
Beyond the azure hieing ; 
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Through realms of q»ce to fardiest star 
That wondrous ^ gate of pearl " unbar ; 
Heaven's glorious light descrying. 



A moment stay beside the stream 
^\Tiose silver course is flowing. 
Beside the tree, whose branches teem 
With fruits beyond our fairest dream. 
Beyond all earthly knowing. 



To us no more forbidden fruit. 

But full of heaven's belongings ; 
Then sweep the chords of GabrieFs lute, 
And pure angelic strains transmute 
To human love and longings. 

O thought, O fancy, fold thy wings. 
Cloud-pinions earthward flutter ; 
Restore the fond familiar things, 
The field, the flower, the wood that brings 
Desires I ne'er can utter. 



Leave heavenly strains for heavenly choirs 

Such food for angels only ; 
Heaven lights for us her altar fires, 
In human friendship's fond desires. 

Her plains without are lonely. 
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Life's very weaknesses we miss, 
Thes^ earthly fetters pressing, 

We long for hearts so held in this ; 

A tone, a clasp of hand, a kiss, 
A cherub babe's caressing. 

O may we not with spirit eyes. 
When spirit wings- are given, 
Awake to find this sweet surprise ;- 
Above us our familiar skies. 
And all about us — Heaven ! 



MY LASSIE. 

(A Scottish Rondelet^ 

■pONNIE blue een, 

"*^ Like stars their sheen ; 

Stars in the heaven o* a lovely face. 

That flash soul-licht from their secret place. 

From the fountain o* heavenly ruth, I ween ; 

None but a fiend could such licht efface, 

Or bring ae cloud to that brow serene. 
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AN IDLE POET. 

'T^ IS said that when the nightingale 

His mate has found, 
He fills no more the woodland deeps 

With songful sound. 

I sing not since I found my love, 

For, like the bird's, 
My heart is full of song too sweet. 

Too deep for words." 

— Harper* s Maganne, 



ADVICE "TO AN IDLE POET. 



»i 



AND what the sequel, poet, say, 
If all the birds 
Should cease, at length, their roundelay 
Of love's sweet words ? 

Then silent Gloom might reign too soon, 

In field and grove. 
The charm that brought, is just the one 

To hoidy thy love ! 
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THE INEBRIATE. 

T T E was a gray-haired man, and in his eye 
"*••■■ I read the index of his wasted years : 
Deep on his cheek the furrows lay, and why ? 
Not graven there by tears — 

Nor by the hand of Time, tho' Time is stem, 
He dealeth kindly with us when we know 

His wealth of moments, and the wherefore learn 
Of our strange life below. 

But ruthlessly he weaves upon the face 
Of the inebriate, his network deep ; 

And, year by year, in darker lines we trace 
The soul's lethargic sleep ! 

Such lines had he, and yet the silver hair 
That floated on his shoulders, seemed to me 

The soft caress of loving hands to wear ; 
Oh, earth's idolatry ! 

And in the very garments that he wore, 
I read the anxious tenderness of care ; 

And how some faithful heart had yet in store 
The withering of despair ! 
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For still earth hath her angels ; Love would fling 
O'er his sad life her mantle, and repel 

All ill — yea, she would stand with shining wing 
Between that soul and hell ! 

I trembled at his fierce demoniac way ! 

His fearful oaths ! — he cursed his God and fate, — 
He begged to die, yet knew not that he lay 

So near perdition's gate ! 

With aching heart I looked upon that brow, 
Where once the Father's image had been traced 

In characters of love, — so sadly now 
By these dark sins effaced ! 



I questioned then my soul — Can I do nought 
This Minotaur of our fair land to slay ? . 

And shall my voice be mute while onward strides. 
His giant form alway ? 

" 'T is but one voice " — that shall not silence me ; 
Were it a bird's note which the winds might 
drown, 
Some ear might hear, — some arm might stronger 
be 
To hurl the Tyrant down ! 
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SPRING THOUGHTS. 

•^1 "HE winter's chilling storms had gone, 
-■• And through my open window shone 
The welcome sunshine of the spring, 
That touched the oriole's golden wing ; 
That shone upon the mountain's crest, 
And sparkled on the river's breast, 
Gilding the tops of tree and tower. 
Yet stooping down to kiss the flower — 
The little timid flower that grew 
Among the grasses ; peering through 
Its forest bower of green to see 
The sun-god in his majesty. 

And thousand warblers on the wing, 
Rejoicing that the gladsome spring 
Had chased old winter's gloom away, 
Were sweetly welcoming the May, 
And filling all the air around 
With a soft melody of sound. 
While little children at their play. 
With sun-browned faces merrily 
Re-echoed as their songs rang out, 
Upon the air with joyous shout, 
Their strains of welcome to the breeze 
That came afar from southern seas, — 
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Of nature's mingled voices still, 

That came from meadow and from hill, 

In gentler cadence than before, 

Soft floating through my open door. 

And swiftly now my needle plying, 

I thought how much of needless sighing. 

Nature's bright look might waft away, 

Would we but read it as we may. 

And as a happy child descries 

The glad look of a parent's eyes. 

So we may, in this beauty, trace 

The love-light in our Father's face. 
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CENTENNIAL ODE* 

O TAY ! Father Time, and let us glance 
^ Upon a page of thine. 
Made sacred by the memories. 
And scenes of Auld Lang Syne. 

Chorus. — For Auld Lang Syne to-day we 

meet, 
For Auld Lang Syne, 
To sing the songs our fathers sang 
In the days of Auld Lang Syne. 

Those aged walls, no longer mute. 

But many-tongued shall show 
The wondrous changes Time hath wrought, 

Since a hundred years ago. 

Chorus. — For Auld Lang Syne, etc. 

Through field and forest sounded then 

The eager hunter's horn ; 
The Indian's war-cry, loud and shrill. 

Awoke the silent mom. 

Chorus. — For Auld Lang Syne, etc. 

* Sung at the Centennial Celebration of the Colonial Court 
House, at Johnstown, N. Y., June 26, 1872. 



Ode. 43 

Now^ incense breathes from countless homes ; 

And from these valleys fair, 
Echoes the worker's happy song, 

In music on the air. 

Chorus. — For Auld Lang Syne, etc. 

Thy first Centennial we hail ; 

Thy second^ passed away, 
May other voices sing the songs 
That we have sung to-day. 

Chorus. — For Auld Lang Syne to meet, 

For Auld Lang Syne, 
To sing the songs their fathers* sung 
In the days of Auld Lang Syne. 
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THE GIFT. 

ON RECEIVING A PAINTING " A SPRAY OF THE 



TRAILING ARBUTUS." 



C WEET spring-time flower ! 

**^ That wears the rosy blush of even, 
Like sunset on the banks of snow, 
So softly pure the shell-tipped glow, 

Thine artist-hand, my friend, has given ; 
I own the power. 
That can such tints of life bestow. 

In days gone by. 
That hand has culled its pearly bloom 
To twine about thy youthful brow, 
(With graver thought-pearls gleaming now,) 
When swift returning wintry gloom 
Of stormy sky. 
Oft laid its fragrant beauties low. 

But now, no tomb 
Awaits this lovely spray of mine. 

No wintry wind these buds can chill ; 
They breathe their spring-time fragrance still ; 
And through the artist's rare design. 
Immortal bloom. 
And friendship's sweetest thoughts enshrine. 
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THE SUNLIGHT OF PEACE. 

TO A. E. 

T ONG, long ago, beside the storied Nile, 
-■^-^ Was built a statue with such wondrous art. 

That in its bosom dwelt a human heart 
Which waked to being with the sun-god's smile. 

Though Fancy dwells no more in tower or tree. 
No longer o'er all nature throws her spell ; 
Still, with the hearts that love she deigns to dwell. 

Not yet o'er-borne by harsh utility. 

Those hearts, how like the marble, still and cold, 
Till love, the sun, lights up with living rays ; 
'Then swift awake those strange responsive lays 
Like Memnon-chords in sweetest myths of old. 

To thee, O friend, whose light of love doth brave 
The fitful gusts of two decades of years. 
With all their sun and shade, their smiles and tears. 

Shining above each dark tempestuous wave : 

To thee was given the power to wake to birth 
Heaven's music in a heart of human mould ; 
Thus thine own life was crowned with peace untold 

And home became a paradise on earth. 

To thee, the future as the past shall prove 
In all its gladness : peace shall fill thy breast, 
For thine the Christ-like life by angels blessed : 

No harm can compass an immortal love. 
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THE HAUNTED HOUSE. 

'T^HE soulless shell has borne the rush and sweep 
-^ Of half a century, yet still it stands. 
The trees o'erarching meet and clasp their hands, 
The lake reflects them in its placid deep. 

The blue heaven smiles above, light steals within 
Those sightless staring orbs, as it was wont 
When laughter-loving children gave affront 

To all the warring sprites of wood and lin. 

Haunted ? Nay, have we then one myth of old 
Which has not felt the scythe that sweeps the age ? 
Once Fancy's realm was royal heritage. 

The dweller there was lord of wealth untold. 

Time was when a celestial spirit dwelt 
In every lily-cup, and nereids fair 
Sailed o'er the seas, or vivified the air. 

And beauteous forms at every fountain knelt 

Each forest tree could feel the sharp axe stroke, 
And its hamadryad, prisoned soul, that hour 
Might grace elysian fields, a bird, a flower. 

All things were sentient, all of being spoke. 

Now, all are dead — the streams, the waterfalls, 
•Are taught utility, the rush and flow 
Of power — ^yet do they mourn the long ago ; 
Now, restless souls do seek dismantled halls, 
And hide abashed within their tottering walls. 
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HOPE'S EDELWEISS. 

WHEN Alpine shepherd seeks his charge to 
lead 
Up skyward slopes, in search of pastures new, 
He takes some tender lamb and bears it through 
Broad field and darkling wood to mountain mead. 

He doth not turn nor cry, nor faintly call 
The mother then, nor bid her follow, lone, 
For in his ear resounds her plaintive moan. 

While close, by anguish sped, her footsteps fall. 

And then at last, oh joy ! he gives again 
The lamb to her caress, when on the height 
Her toils are past, forgotten sorrow's night,-—' 

All lost in present peace is former pain. 

So, silent one, the Heavenly Shepherd led 
Thy precious lamb away, and sorrowing years 
Proved naught availing to assuage thy tears ; 

But now, ah now, to thee it is not dead * 
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IMMORTELLES. 

Dedicated to the memory of Rev. C. D. Helmer, who died 
while preparing a volume of poems for the press. This was 
written as an introduction to some pages of his poems in a new 
Anthology, and refers to warm encouragement which he gave 
to the writer in her poetic studies. 

TDESIDE the shore I stood despairingly, 
^^ And cast my hoarded thought-flowers to the 
wave, 

" Take them, O sea, and let them find a grave 
Less cruel than cold hearts, if this can be." 
But while I stood all tearful, hopes gone down 

With wrecks of bloom, there came the shore be- 
side 

A noble one, who, waiting for the tide, 
Stooped low to find them, gathering one by one. 
" Now come with me," he said, and wonderingly, 

My timid hand clasped in his stronger palm. 
I sped to his fair garden, there to see 

Each germ replanted safe from reach of harm. 
" No frost-breath here," he, smiling, said to me ; 

" No blight can fall in this sweet summer calm." 

With heart in which joy trembled and hope burned. 
Feet scarcely touching earth, I homeward flew ; 
Pleased less with treasures saved than that I 
knew 
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One heart which heedful to the stranger turned. 
But lest presuming much on kindly thought — 

Lest weary-footed where one should have wings, 

A peasant child within the court of kings, 
The place I only in remembrance sought. 
One day, while thinking of that emerald wave 

And that strange morn, desire within me grew : 
" How changed all life since he new impulse gave ! " 

And swiftly with the thought my footsteps flew. 
Ah me ! within the garden was a grave ! 

Ah me ! my friend ! and not one last adieu ! 

Oh, what avails it now, this wealth of bloom ? 

These borders with their gifts from shore and 
sea ; 

Beside his rose my pale anemone ? 
'T is but for the adornment of a tomb ! 
Each flower is dumb. The tiny leaflet bends 

To kiss the sod in token of its woe. 

The violet droops her eyes of blue, I know 
To hide the tears that mourn a vanished friend. 
But sore^repining never can repay 

A debt of love. What would he have me do ? 
Ah, I shall tend this garden, for alway 

The shoots that pierce the ground of sorrow 
through 
Are sought by angel hands and borne away 

As Immortelles to bloom beyond the blue ! 
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TO S. B. R. 

ON HER WEDDING-DAY. 

TT ASTE ! sweet morn, with thy golden beams. 
**■ ■*• Unchain the mists from the mountain streams, 
Hide the stars in their azure sea, 
And waken the voices of melody. 

For one is watching thy coming I know. 
Her eyes are wakeful, but not with woe ; 
Sweet eyes ! where the fairy love thoughts play, 
As she waiteth the dawn of her bridal day. 

I wonder if ever she thinks of the past, — 

Of our airy castles that did not last ; 

Of our school-girl days, and those old elm trees. 

That whispered and sang in the summer breeze. 

When I bade her adieu, to cross the sea 
And the talisman which she gave to me, 
This golden cross that I love to wear. 
That once has gleamed on her neck so fair : — 

And a story it tells me, this shining gold, 
That if love would live in the world so cold, 
If love would live through eternity, 
The Cross its symbol must ever be. 

But the dawn has come with her step so still. 
And the sun is glinting over the hill, 
I welcome his coming with golden beams. 
To smile on the bride in her joyous dreams. 



The Golden Wedding. ^\ 



THE GOLDEN WEDDING. 

I. 

'T* HE silvery crown of age they wear, 
-*• And from their cheek the rose has gone, 
While in its place the lines of care, 
Have gathered one by one. 

But Time ! thou canst not steal away 
The love light from those kindly eyes, 

And locks which thou hast turned to gray 
We seem the more to prize. 

And could we bind those locks with gold. 
And at your feet cast treasures down. 

How small the gifts — for love untold 
Is still the richest crown. 

By those white hairs your children claim 
Their right to love you 'more and more, 

To smooth ^^wr toilsome way their aim, 
As ye smoothed theirs before. 

And while we gather here to-day, 
Once more beneath the roof of home. 

How short in retrospect the way 
We have already come ! 

It seems but yesterday we played. 
With happy heart beside the stream. 
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And through the soft green meadows strayed, 
Our life a joyous dream. 

If we have waked, 't is not to know 
How life a, face of gloom may wear, 

Or feel the heavy weight of woe 
That some have had to bear. 

Though tears have ofttimes dimmed our eyes. 
And through the darkness we have seen, 

Some star of hope fade in the skies, — 
Some mouod of earth grow green. 

Yet God His shield of love has spread 
Around these precious ones, — while they 

Scarce noted how the time had sped 
So swiftly on its way. 

That still Thy love may guard each thread 
Of their dear lives, O God we pray, 

And when they near the " bridge of dread," 
Lead TAou the darksome way. 

Darksome ? Oh, no ! Faith's calcium light. 
That casts no transient wavering gleam, 

Whose lamp has shown the paths of right 
Through all this earthly dream, 

""■all guide thee to the end of life 
Nay to life's higher, purer birth, 
lien through with all the bliss and strife. 
The joy, and pain of earth. 
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THE GOLDEN WEDDING. 



II. 



T^HE golden ore 
^ Is nature's most benignant thought, 

By which she finds a common plane, 
A language which the world has sought 

From youth to age, nor sought in vain. 



The sunset clouds, 
With every fair prismatic hue 

The eye's enraptured gaze enchain. 
But when the gold melts softly through. 

We seem a glimpse of Heaven to gain. 

As in a trance 
We walk with awed and reverent feet ; 

The golden gates are open thrown. 
We scarcely touch the shining street. 

And bend around the golden throne. 

Gold, purest gold, 
The synonym of all things rare 

In earth and heaven, in cloud and sky, 
Why not within this fdte so fair 

Should golden memories folded lie? 
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The bridal crown 
That rests upon the brow of youth 

Such royal grace can never wear 
As when long years have proved its truth 

And placed it on the silvering hair. 

With reverent care 
We add new jewels rich and true — 

Bring first the costly pearl of tears, 
And set with diamond Hope, for through 

Her prism the bow of Heaven appears. 

Give highest place 
To Love, sweet Love the amethyst ; 

Heaven's last and best foundation stone, 
The only gem that doth resist 

All changes which the world hath known. 

With royal skill 
Let Love by Faith be circled round, 

Lest Earth should claim it for her own ; 
If Love to eartji alone were bound. 

We needs must cast it from the crown. 

Thus one by one 
We place each rare and priceless gem 

Which five decades have richly given, 
Yet know life's costliest diadem, 

Gleams not but in the light of Heaven. 
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DISCIPLINE. 

/^VER ocean-spaces with fury dread, 
^■^ The fugitive tempest-demon sped, 
And down from the blackened zenith came 
The lightning fiend with its tongues of flame, 
While the turbulent billows, with sullen roar. 
Fled to the rocks of the jagged shore. 

Next mom alone on the moistened sand, 
Which those frantic billowy arms had spanned, 
With hushed soul waiting its change of mood. 
Beside those stormed-lashed waves I stood. 
Thrilled with the voices from shore and sea, 
As they chanted in weird antiphony. 
Though dawn had promised her smile of peace. 
And a cloudless blue with the wind's surcease. 
Though each crest was kissed by the sunlight warm. 
There lingered the tremor of tide and storm, 
As if the heart of the mighty deep 
Kept a ceaseless moaning in its sleep ; 
Though the rush of the wave and the tempest's 

blast 
And the thunder's anger were overpast. 

Then I thought, for my heart by grief opprest. 
Had its moaning mood with the sea's unrest. 
That over the ocean no tempest rolls 
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Unmatched by the passion of human souls. 
That the anguished throes which a heart may feel 
No after sunshine can wholly heal. 

And though wind-swept depths may repose again, 
Though quiet may come to the heaving main, 
Like the crested billows that seek the shore, 
There is plaint of grieving forevermore. 

Yet, had those waters been always calm, 
Would we miss the tones of the perfect psalm ? 
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WHEREFORE ? 

Tl rHY, tell me why has earth congealed 
^^ In all the wealth of June ? 
And why do all earth's roses yield 
But withered leaves so soon ? 

It seems that evening shadows fall 

Athwart the noon-tide sun, 
And all things wear a midnight pall 

When day has just begun. 

Why seek that flowers of love should bloom 

In such a zone as this — 
Where naught but autumn's chill and gloom 

Await the spring's first kiss ? 
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THE FROST-FLOWERS. 

1. 

A LITTLE maid, bright-eyed and wonder- 
^■^' loving, 

Looked out to see the marvels wrought by night ; 
The fields had changed to pearls their emeralds 

bright, 
And bush and shrub were balls of spotless white. 

II. 

" But where are all my birds with happy voices ? 
The flower I planted hides its drooping head ; 
The little stream that through the meadow sped, 
Has lost its way, and all its mirth has fled." 

III. 

The Frost-king heard, and summoned his attendants, 
Whose fairy fingers haste to do his will ; 
Another morn showed wonders greater still, 
0*er all the shadowy vale and rosy hill. 

IV. 

Where'er the brook ran, was a line of silver, 
And birds of winter circled through the air ; 
The trees were hung with pendants gleaming fair, 
And on the pane were frost-flowers strange and rare, 
As if the wraiths of summer blooms were there. 



\ 
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THE SILENT SORROW. 

Suggested by the story of ** Thurlow Weed's Dove," told 
by his daughter. The little creature would not be comforted 
after the death of its master. 

"T^EAR wingM friend, 

^^ So strangely human in thy grief, 

May not our mutual sorrow scan 

That boundless gulf 'twixt bird and man ? 

Look in mine eyes ; 
Ah, birdling, thine have never wept, 
And since fond hope is aye thy guest, 
No human grief can fill thy breast. 

Yet linger, friend ; 
Though sight of tears to thee is strange. 
There is within thy gentle eye 
Some gleam of human sympathy. 

For love is there. 
And wherefore is not love the same 
In essence through all sentient things, 
Since from the heart of God it springs ? 

And if from thence, 
'T is lasting as eternity. 
Where love is, life must surely be, 
Thou teachest immortality. 



og Day Lilies. 

Thy voice is mute, 
Ihit s^wi^etly has thy spirit held, 
^ might of sympathy alone, 
Mysterious converse with mine own. 

And thou hast given 
Faith's pinions to a troubled heart. 
And hope returns, an angel fair, 
To close the flood-gates of despair. 
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A BRIDAL BENEDICTION. 



"VTOUNG man, I have a word to say 
■*• Before you don the bridle ; 
Though, like all other men, you may 
Esteem it vain and idle. 



Life hides her face in rosy mists. 

And grins with satisfaction ; 
While all the PARCiE shake their fists 

At him who names reaction. 

But there may come a day of woes 
When buttons yield and vanish ; 

When stitches give in heels and toes, 
With direful hate satanish. 

'T will be when you must catch the train, 
Or when you 're late for meetin* ; 

Or when with most majestic mien, 
Your Sunday boots are creakin*. 

Then do not wildly storm and rage, 
Or Vengeful, kick the poker ; 

Nor dare suggest such badinage 
As " I should like to choke her ! " 
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Nor say, while burning wrath is rife : 
" I *11 get a * bill ' to-morrow ; 

I vow, no saint could stand the life 
That brings such hopeless sorrow." 

But say with prompt and cheerful smile : 

" My darling, I am sorry, 
But with your leave a tiny while 

I must a needle * borry.' 

" You sew such hosts of buttons on, 
Unnumbered stitches taking ; 

*T is right that I should try this one, 
Your cares the lighter making." 

Then, smiling sweetly, tug and try 

(No expletive intruding) 
To find that ghastly button's eye, 

The needle point eluding. 

Nor heed the shout, " you awkward lout * 

(Ironic laugh resounding). 
But meekly bear the flout without 

Bestowment of a pounding. 

If such thy saint-like life, young man. 

Accept my benediction ; 
Life's wheels will smoothly lead the van, 

Without a grain of friction. 
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AN AUTUMN DAY. 

OH ! there are hours when this earth-weanfed 
soul 
Seems to forget the chains that bind it here, 
And revel in the joys of Paradise ; 
When nature, clothed in her most gorgeous robe 
Of rainbow colors, blended gloriously. 
Seems eager to dispel the gloomy thought 
That all her loveliness must fade so soon ; x 
When the soft zephyrs cool the fevered brow. 
And kiss the cheek, and lift the clustering hair. 
As if some spirit fanned it with her wings. 
And swayed the air with her celestial robes ; 
When all things breathing of a Father's love 
Seem lifting me far, far above the scenes. 
And doubts, and trials of this lower world, 
What wonder is it that my heart is light, — 
So light and joyous that I cannot see 
A single cloud upon the sky of hope. 
E'en as yon sky is radiantly fair ! 

How perfect are our Father's glorious works ! 

How wonderful the harmony of all ! 

How passing strange that One so far beyond 

Our dim conceptions. One who formed the worlds, 

And bade revolve in their eternal spheres, 

Should minister in ways innumerable 
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To the delight of sinful, erring man ! 

What are these flowers so delicately formed. 

So beautiful in all their colorings. 

But tablets whereon he who will may read — 

" Behold the love of God." Not only here, 

But we may read it in the grassy fields, 

And we may hear it in the waving trees. 

And in the rhythmic streams that onward flow 

To yonder ocean with their ceaseless song. 

Oh ! there is not a page unwritten here 

Of nature's glorious volume. Aye, it seems 

Like some grand poem, with its lofty strains. 

And sweet ones too ; and as in meaner songs 

We find some thoughts that please and elevate. 

And others that awake so strange a thrill 

In our imprisoned souls, that we would stay 

And drink more deeply from the " Fount of Song " ; 

Even thus I linger o'er this Autumn page, 

And hear its voices sweeter than the rest. 

Oh ! at such times as these I love to ope 

The windows of my soul, and let the flow 

Of so much sunlight into its deep cells, 

That the bright beams may radiate through life, 

And never leave it desolate again. 
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THE LOST CHILD. 

T OST ! lost ! lost ! 

^^^ From the mournful tongue of the tolling bell 

The words peal out with a death-like knell, 

Out on the desolate, starless night, 

That hides the child from its mother's sight. 

Toll! toll! toll! 
The night is denser and darker still, 
The torches gleam from the murky hill ; 
The bell sounds on from its ceaseless roll, 
Till its tones have entered my very soul ! 

Peal ! peal ! peal ! 
O mother-heart with thy crushing woe, 
Looking far out where the torches go ; 
God knows there are those on bended knee, 
Praying this night for thy child and thee ! 

O cruel rain ! 
Or is it kindly, and meant for tears 
That fall from heaven for our human fears ? 
But oh, if he feels it wherever he be ! 
And I clasp my darlings closer to me. 
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The morn is here ; 
But no morning dawns to the parent's heart 
That has felt to its deepest core the smart, 
Benumbed at length with the chilling' care, 1 

Fond hope has yielded to dark despair. 

Hark ! O hark ! 
A sound of joy through the quiet street, ' 

A radiant glance from the face you meet, 
" He is found ! " The words are flashed afar 
From lip to lip on the startled air. 

His tiny feet, 
Undreaming of ill, had wandered far. 
Had rested at length in the crowded car. 
And strangers fondled and strangers smiled 
And lovingly cared for the weary child. 

Now, distant far, 
But safe, O mother, as on thy breast. 
For God was guarding while danger pressed ; 
He treasured the tears of sympathy. 
And listened in love the prayers for thee. 

Cease, sounding bells ! 
Or loudly clang with the notes of joy. 
That the stricken mother has clasped her boy ; 
Ring out on the air the jubilant strain. 
Ring out ! for the lost is found again ! 
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FLORAL VOICES. 

PROM chill December skies, 

•*• And naked trees, and fleecy drifts of snow, 

I turn with happy eyes 
Where, fresh and sweet, my winter flowerets grow. 

I see them reaching far 
Their tiny arms, where brightest sunbeams shine ; 

And they my mentors are. 
And lessons sweet are taught by leaf and vine. 

Low, whispered words are said : 
" Dwell not among the shadows dark and dim, 

But seize the golden thread 
Of present joy, and leave the rest with Him. 

" If sorrow's thorny crown 
Must sometimes rest its weight upon thy brow, 

Not less 't will bear thee down, 
That its imagined thorns have pierced thee now. 

" God is thy light, thy sun ; 
Through darkest night reach out to Him thy hands 

And Faith will show thee One 
Will clasp them close in Love's eternal bands." 
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AN EDITOR'S CHRISTMAS CARD. 

T SEND thee from a northern nest 
"*" My Christmas greetings loyal, 
Now what the wish might please thee best ? 
An ironpen^ which seeks no rest, 
Like hand that on the dial's face, 
Tells time but heeds not time nor place, 
Nor wearies with the flying race ; — 
An Editor's gift-royal ? 

Nay ; thine by far the nobler pen. 

Because of heart's strong nerving ; 
There are, no doubt, cast-iron men. 
For whom such implement had been 

A sword, all rapture-thought to slay ; 

Not thine, so courteous alway. 

So broad of sweep, so apt, so gay, 

Thine age with honor serving. 
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VICTOR HUGO. 

>T^ IS said that when a poet dies 
^ All nature feels a sense of loss, 
Winds sweep their mournful pines across, 

Awakening saddest symphonies. 

The flowers droop low among their leaves, 
And whisper : " Thus our lives we yield, 
For one who comes no more afield, 

No more our incense breath receives." 

And every flower-heart waiting yearns 
For place upon his silent breast. 
To lie in sweet untroubled rest. 

Till spring-time of the soul returns. 

And also in the world of men. 

The poet stands to all akin. 

With delegated power to win 
The soul back to its heaven again. 

All lands their poet-loves enshrine, 
And proudly guard their sacred dust ; 
Remembrance of earth's kings may rust ; 

The bard is king by right divine. 
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FERDINAND FREILIGRATH. 

This noted poet, who died in Germany a few years ago, 
was in his later days reduced almost to penury by the failure 
of a German banking house. As soon as it became known 
that he was in need, subscriptions were sent to him from 
the German people from all parts of the world, amounting to 
the sum of sixty thousand thalers, — a striking illustration of 
the beautiful sentiment : 

" "pOR doth not song. 

To the whole world belong ? 
Wherever smiles may light or tears may fall, 
A heritage to all ? " 

But doth not Love, 

Ratik sweetest song above ? 

It dries the tear, bids want and sorrow cease, 

And gently whispers, Peace I 
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GEORGE ELIOT. 

r\ GIFTED soul 

^^ And loyal human heart ! ** We own our debt 
Uncancelled " by thy life's vicissitudes, 
Which some may mourn, and some perchance con- 
demn. 
Though thou hast joined the " choir invisible," 
Thy fancy leads us forth by mount and. mead, 
By mill and stream, along Italians shore. 
By Arno's palace, and by Severn's cot. 
With thy clear eye, far philosophic heights 
We scan, walk with grave Science, and explore 
With eager step Minerva's classic realm, 
And yet through all these journeyings of thought 
Go arm-and-arm with snow-white purity. 

They blindly say : " That pen had lost no power, 

Had lost no tender pathos, if most strong 

The hand that held it had refused the crown 

Of woman's life, till, worn right royally. 

It might have gleamed untarnished in the blaze 

Of life's meridian sun." But Heaven alone 

Can weigh the " hath been " by the " might have 

been," 
And know how aim and motive, more than act. 
Sink down the scale. Hearts are not steel 
That have the gift to melt the souls of men. 
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Perhaps no foot has climbed Castalian heights 
Without the aid of two angelic guides, 
Whose royal names are Sympathy and Love. 
But let no sordid soul with earthly aims 
Rely on precedent. Who shall afErm 
That at this poet's hearth may not have dwelt 
Some haunting, phantom shadow of regret 
That heart had sought not counselling of age — 
Before the former yielded to its fate ? 

But Lyra from her breast has lost the pearl, 
And mournfully she walks among the train. 
For royal Vega has no sister star. 
Yet not as the lost Pleiad Merope, 
Faded from mortal sight and left no trace ; 
There is a lustre in the afterglow 
Betokening immortality of fame. 
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AUTOGRAPHS. 

A MONG the groves of Poetry and Song, 
"^^^ Among the flowers in palaces of art, 
One day I wandered, searching there the while 
For what might please thee, dear ; but leaving all, 
The classic and the beautiful, I sought 
This snow-white page, for here the friends we prize 
Will write themselves^ and oft in future years 
This book shall be thy youth's Anthology, 
And manhood rest among the fragrant isles 
And sunny glades of boyhood's memories. 
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MY LADDIE. 

"P H, my laddie, my laddie ! 

■■"^ Has the sun ga'en doon i' your sky 

An' left but the murky nicht ? 

Wae am I for your sorrow, 

And wae for your heart's affricht. 

I wad tell thee, winsome laddie. 
We are a' but aulder bairns. 
Whiles, fain wad we greet like you. 
But the cheek maun wear its dimples. 
E'en tho' the heart be fou ! 
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THE COURT SUPREME. 

ON THE DEATH OF A POSTMASTER. 

"1 1 r E bend above no crowned head 
^ ^ No warrior's honored form lies here, 
Yet, when the message " He is dead " 

Fell on the startled ear. 
Scarce one of all but deeply felt 
That Grief at his own threshold knelt. 

His hand did ne'er a sceptre sway. 
His single word could rule no realm. 

And yet his simple " yea " or " nay " 
Could lift or overwhelm. 

And, like the famed Olympian god. 

He bade hearts tremble at his nod. 

At last to him the mandate came. 
Whose import all must some time feel ; 

Death calmly registered his name, 
From which was no appeal ; — 

And ended all this earthly dream, 

By summons to the Court Supreme. 

Still time's resistless, hurrying waves 
Sweep coldly on o'er myriad graves ; 
And hearts may glow and hearts may break. 
No backward sweep its waters take. 
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THE NINES. 

INSCRIBED TO A CLERGYMAN ON HIS THIRTY-NINTH 

BIRTHDAY. 

" I ^HE last of each decade, 
•*• Those royal nines — how fair in horoscope, 
How rainbow-hued, how wreathed by flowers of 

hope, 
Until the sun of life hath reached high noon : 
And then, alas ! their fading, all too soon. 
When far ahead the gates of evening ope. 
And shadows lengthen on the westward slope. 

Nay, not the gates of eve. 
But glowing portals of the dawning day, 
A sunward path o'er which no shadows stray, 
When Faith supplies the staff on which to lean. 
When Love plants immortelles along the way, 
When Hope, which wreathed the golden, crowns 
the gray. 
When Christ the soul's abiding-place hath been. 
And " Home, sweet home," is o'er life's mountains 
seen. 
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WHITTIER. 

r^ GENTLE Poet of the heart, 

^^ Whose song comes floating softly o'er 

The hills that bind Atlantic's shore, 

And finds a swift responsive tone, 

Which lingers like a holy spell 

In every heart where love can dwell : 

Permit a hand unknown to twine 
A laurel-wreath to grace thy brow, 
And crown thee with this garland now f 

Too late — too late ! when Death shall wreathe 
Thy forehead with unfading bay. 
The tribute of our love to pay. 

Too late ! when the immortal lyre 
Is tuned to heaven's melodious lays, 
To bring the tardy gifts of praise ; 

But now with reverent hand, I lay 

Softly upon thy silvering hair 

A chaplet thou mayst deign to wear. 

O guileless heart, and soul so strong 
To feel the weight of others' woe ; 
No " Marah " may thy spirit know ! 
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A nation loves thee ; for her weal, 
For her oppressed ones and despised, 
Thy tender heart has agonized. 

The wall of cloud is swept aside, 
And on Columbia's brow we see, 
Undimmed, the star of liberty. 

Backward we glance to days of gloom ; 
Days when thy fearless voice and pen 
Brought courage to the hearts of men. 

In darker days, when Freedom lay 
In iron bands ; when it was shame 
And sure reproach to breathe her name ; 

Thy voice, prophetic, even then 

Rang out, and thunders loud and strong 

Were hurled against the giant wrong. 

No more — no more the breath of pain 
From hearts enslaved shall sweep thy lyre. 
No more thy pen be dipped in fire ! 

Sweet peace be thine, beloved Bard, 
And from thy brow may every care 
Be wafted by the breath of prayer. 

And when thy sun shall near the west. 

Most tenderly in life's decline. 

Be still " Divine Compassion " thine. 
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WHITTIER, 

ON READING HIS POEM, "AN AUTOGRAPH." 

T F thou, O Friend, canst say thy name is traced 
'■■ On sands by waves o'er-run, or frosted pane, 

What other soul should seek far heights to gain ? 
What human name but must be swift effaced ? 

'T is true, not all the favored sons of song, 

Can hope to wear her guerdon through the years, 
But thy beloved name is writ in tears. 

Through all our nation's life — ^through doubt, 
through blame. 

Through hope, through fear, through blood of sac- 
rifice. 
Deep written where no sands from any shore. 
Nor frosts of Time can touch forevermore, — 

Within a nation's heart it safely lies. 
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DR. J. G. HOLLAND. 

T OVED Bard, who loftiest themes hast never 

^^^ sought, 
But aye the lowliest, — ^by that gift of thine 
Through love and sorrow making each divine, 

With what rich meaning now thy words are 
fraught ! 

How oft, alas ! the sweetest singing bird 

Has tuned its voice through all the summer 

days, 
While care-dulled ears, accustomed to its lays 

Scarce caught the song — its melody unheard. 

But when 't is silent, ah, how swiftly then 

Do love and memory catch the floating strain. 
And hold each fragment with regretful pain,^ 

As if lost music might be found again ! 
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WASHINGTON IRVING. 

CENTENNIAL. 

"DUT few of fair Columbia's sons have worn 
-*-^ The lasting laurel of centennial years ; 
Her own grave matron brow too lately wears 
The crown which swiftest-footed Time has borne. 
But thou, most true biographer of one * 
To whom the largesse of her life she owed, 
Who fanned those patriot fires that burned and 

glowed 
Adown the years — Irving, her gifted son. 
Whose author-worth shall make fair Hudson's 

shore 
The Mecca of the poet evermore ; 
Beneath whose pen-strokes with their touch most 

true 
Those lonely streams and woodlands classic grew; — 
Columbia, 't is meet that thou shouldst lay 
One century blossom on his mound to-day ! 

♦ Washington. 
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GOD'S GUIDING. 

T S it not true 

'■■ That when we murmur God doth always send 

Something to show our blessings, and retune 

Our hearts to notes of thankfulness again ? 

Not always doth He send the light, but oft 

He bids the clouds grow thicker, and the dark 

Chill mists of night to wrap us round and round, 

Until we grope our way and feel the need 

Of His strong arm, that we may grasp and hold. 

Till safely led from out the darksome wild. 

We find that blessed and abiding peace 

Which earth can neither give nor take away. 
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NOT YET. 

FOR THE LONGFELLOW NUMBER OF THE " LITERARY 
WORLD," ON THE POET*S BIRTHDAY. 

ATOT yet! " O loved historian of hearts," 
-^^ " Ultima Thule " draweth not in sight. 

For Love's own angel in her raiment white 
Stands at the prow, and, as the white foam parts, 
She gives her mandate : " Helmsman, bear away 

From rocky coast where hidden dangers throng ; 

Rich freight we bear, the crowned king of song, 
A king to whom the nations homage pay." 

Not yety for great " Sandalphon" waiting stands 
And gathers prayers and wishes one by one. 
To bear to that far clime beyond the sun 

All changed to flowers in his immortal hands. 

Ah, royal friend. Love would detain thee long. 
From that far distant, " Utmost Isle " of song ! 
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DEATH OF THE POET LONGFELLOW. 

r^EPARTED ! and no "prophet's son" to say, 
*^ As all unseen along its star-path came 

The God-sent chariot with its steeds of flame: 
" Behold thy Master shall be called to-day ! " 
If some far gleam of radiance we had caught, 
How mute a throng those parted waves had 
sought ! 

Less than six moons have waned since one sad 
morn. 

Our royal bard so felt a nation's pain. 

That, born of tears, fell his melodious strain 
On weary hearts by tooth of anguish torn. 

Then Death, that marksman, all too sure of aim, 
Garfield, our nation's head, had ruthless borne. 

Again our hearts he rends — but " deathless fame " 
Above his range shall proudly be upborne. 

• 

And still Columbia mourns — by Sorrow led, 
She stands like Niobe beside her dead ! 
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COLUMBIA TO HER POET CHILDREN * 

T^HEY have gathered the mouldered dust 
-*• Of one who sang of home, 
And the silent form and the face of clay 
Is brought to the land he loved, to-day, 
And is mourned with pathetic trust. 

But what of the one forgot. 

Who gave to the song its wings ? 

Who sought till he found the shadow tune. 

And sent over land and seas the rune 

Which a whole world fondly sings ? 

[song 

TV yr ONTHS number few since one loved child of 
lYX With royal honors to his home was brought ; 
But all too late : such fame in vain he sought, 
Such favor missed from all the lettered thron'g ; 
He fanned our hearth fires by his minstrelsy. 
And sang " Sweet Home," but yet no home had he. 
Too late such fond award to bring the glow 
Or flush of ardent life to cheeks of snow ! 
Columbia, mother-wise, regretful grown 
For all neglect that marked her toiling days. 
Gives Lowell surer welcome ; pearls of praise 
Fall from her lips for this her honored son. 
Wise land that crowns her heroes of to-day 
For living brow keeps her immortal bay. 

♦ The body of John Howard Payne was brought back to this 
country and interred with much ceremony. About the same 
time the poet Lowell, our Minister at the Court of St. James, 
was welcomed back from England. 
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NOT ALWAYS MAY. 

T ONG since a royal poet sung 
"■— ' (His soul by vexing cares opprest) : 
" Rejoice, O heart, while hope is young ; 
There are no birds in last year's nest." 

True, poet, yet the birds that build 
Beneath our eaves return once more ; 

While all the tremulous air is filled 
With song, as in the Mays before. 

Tho* last year's nest discarded lies, 
Its nurslings hither, thither flown, 

We hear beneath fair summer skies, 
A deeper melody of tone. 

And thus with all our vanished Mays 
Tho' springtime loves the soul outgrows ; 

Each adds its wealth to summer days 
And crowns life's autumn of repose. 



A LAS ! must every joyous song, 
'^*' If earth-born, only end in tears ? 
The friend whom we have loved so long, 
So crowned by fame, so ripe with years,— 

E'en while our fancy wreathed his thought 
With idle words, — is called away ! 

At last is found the peace he sought. 
At last — where " it is always May ! " 
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THE CROSS OF AUTUMN LEAVES. 



M 



OTHER ! upon thy breast, 
Now stilled, alas ! in pulseless sleep, 
These autumn leaves fond hands have spread, 
While I, with my beloved dead, 
Am left alone to watch and weep. 
To weep — though thou art blest ! 

Thy weary weeks of pain 
Are changed, I know, to wingless hours 
Of rest and joy beyond our ken ; 
The direful dread that haunts us when 
Death waits to grasp our human flowers, 
Thou ne'er shalt know again. 

*T would seem that thoughts of peace 
And deepest joy my heart should fill, 
For long ere death thy life revealed, 
Disease those precious lips had sealed ; 
And now, with speech of heaven, they thrill 
The fettered soul released ! 

But that drear word " Alone ! " 
My heart, so weary with its pain. 
Can see no rifts of heavenly blue ; 
And these dead leaves are emblems true, 
Of hopes that blossom not again 
In this sad, changing zone. 
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They bear me far away, 
To autumn groves whose colors rare 
Spake not a word of dull decay, 
In that far, happy childhood's day 
When all seemed beautiful and fair — 
Life, one long holiday. 

O Mother, then thy hand 
Was ready, with its grasp so strong, 
To hold me in the narrow way, 
Where faltering feet might never stray ; 
To snatch me from the brink of wrong, 
And from the dangerous strand. 

Still reach me from above. 
Reach down in thine eternal youth. 
And help me as in childhood's hour, 
To grasp the hand of Him whose power 
To these dim eyes can show the truth 
That lights thy home of love. 

To feel that world so near. 
That but a slender veil divides ; 

So near — a strange, awed sense is given, 
A sudden consciousness that heaven. 
Around, above, on every side, 
Is even now and here ; 

Eternal life begun 
With God's first breath upon the clay ; 
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And this sad mystery of change, 
Which seems to human eyes so strange, 
Shall all be plain at dawn of day, 
With that revealing sun. 

That revelation given. 
How plain will all God's dealings be ! 
How small will deepest griefs appear, 
How beautiful e'en sorrow here. 
That minor in the harmony, 

Which swells complete in heaven ! 

Blest mother, now I feel 
This bitter loss already gain ; 

These faded leaves, with lessons rife, 
— The bloom that decks the Tree of Life, 
Shall never semblance bear of pain, 
Nor hidden change reveal ! 



90 Day Lilies, 



TO MY. SISTER. 

ON RECEIVING A CROSS OF AUTUMN LEAVES IN 
REMEMBRANCE OF THE POEM BY THAT NAME. 

O ISTER, this pleasing gift of thine 
*^ I touch with loving fingers ; 
Beneath its beautiful design, 
And through each perfect leaf and vine, 
The heart that prompted lingers. 

'T is something, that the first award 

Of long and tried endeavor 
Came not from critic stern and hard ; 
From fulness of thy sweet regard 

It came to bless me ever. 

*T is something that since childhood's years, 

Whilst thou hast heard my singing. 
Strains that so oft were born of tears. 
They have not palled upon thine ears ; 
To thy dear child-loves clinging. 

I have not delved for gold or gem, 

But in the shadows waiting ; 
Have had no heart to walk with them 
Who seek the costly diadem. 

Fame's tardy chariot freighting. 



u 
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But, yet, how deep the joy to know, 
That 'midst the world's commotion^ 

Some little strain may soften woe, 

And some to hearts I love may flow 
And tell of tried devotion ! 

But, sister, this dear gift of thine, 

Is fraught with deeper meaning : 
This emblem of a love divine, 
That triumphed over sin's design, 

On which our faith is leaning. 

Shall evermore inspire my song ; 

The crosSy my watchword given. 
Whose power shall make my arm grow strong, 
To shield the right, thrust back the wrong,— 

Strong, through its hold on heaven. 



SIDNEY LANIER. 

A POET born, 
^^ An artist, who with soulful pen 

Could grasp the roseate hues of mom. 
Could picture all the moods of men, — 

By wealth foresworn. 
By pain's sharp tooth remorseless torn. 
He lived, he loved, he died! And then — ? 
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DONALD. 

TO A CHILD SAILING HIS TOY SHIP. 

T^ONALD, wi' ye'r laughing face 
^^ And wee slippered feet, 
Mother's kisses we can trace 
On your lips, sae sweet. 

Wha will sail wi* you th' day, 

Donald, laddie, tell ? 
If gude wishes rule the spray, 

Ne'er a wave shall swell ! 

• 

Donald, wad ye hae the chart 
Best for auld an' young ? 

Keep the magnet o' the heart 
Ever heavenward swung ! 
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EARTH'S SECRET 

'T^WIXT sun and earth there lies an empty 
•■' space, 

So cold and dark — so dreary, cold and dark — 
That nought can live ; where the electric spark 

Which lights all worlds finds no abiding-place. 

Science may write great musty tomes to show 
How far those orbs, how wide heaven's spaces 

are ; 
How light may pass from farthest star to star ; 

May gauge the heat of suns in heaven that glow. 

May tell how subtle sun-rays penetrate 
All interstellar depths, while day by day. 
This modest earth, in her predestined way, 

Rolls on, scarce noticed by an orb so great. 

O sage, most blind — who never yet hast known. 
It is Earth's heart which draws electric fire 
From sovereign sun, cold space wakes no desire. 

Smiky happy Earth / The secret thine alone ! 
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A MINOR SYMPHONY. 

INSCRIBED TO OUR ELDER POETS. 

nPHE winds have cadences at eventide, 
^ That pulseless lie 

Beneath the morning sky ; 
From realms of deepest mystery they glide. 

Grave autumn hath a grand deep undertone 

In anthem tunes, 

Which laughing, leaf-crowned Junes 
In all their choral wealth have never known. 

When harps that we have loved throughall theseyears 

In rhythmic flow 

Sound oft the tremolo^ 
How broken our antiphony by tears ! 

When far from shore sounds some melodious psalm 

Which once most near 

Entranced the listening ear, 
How hushed we pray that wind and wave be calm ! 

(But far, oh, far the dark horizon line ; — 

Our comrades still, 

To whom we call at will, 
Held fast by love-chords from the sea's incline.) 

And when the diapason swells at even. 

Spellbound we stand. 

As by some border land 
Where all the harmonies are caught from heaven. 
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AN EXOTIC. 



I. 



T^RIENDSHIP is an exotic, rarely found 
■^ In this poor soil. If one heaven-wafted seed 

Should spring to birth to meet a heart's sore need, 
Some touch profane may sweep it to the ground. 
Like tender-veined mimosa, every breath 

Bids shrink and quiver with foreboding fear, 

Lest some suspected danger lurk anear ; 
And fear of dying sweeps it down to death. 
My heart ! be thou so lost in that great love 

Which blessed the world through sacrificial pain, 
That soul to soul grown dark, no more can move 

Than nature's silent night that falls amain. 
Nor think to see the flowers of heaven arise 
Indigenous beneath earth's fitful skies. 



96 Day Lilies, 



AN EXOTIC. 



II. 



T^RIENDSHIP is an exotic. Once *t was found 
-^ On earthly soil. It chanced in Heaven, one 
day, 

Beneath the Tree of Life an angel lay, 
And cast its healing fruits upon the ground. 
Upon the earth there fell and lay concealed, 

Beside a river's bank, one tiny seed : 

Which sprang to life a beauteous flower indeed, 
With fragrance borrowed from celestial field. 
One culled the flower to wear upon her breast. 

But at her feet its snow-white petals fell. 
She found too soon it would not bear the test. 

So near a beating heart it could not dwell : 
The frost-breath of reserve no shield might prove, 
The flower was friendships but its fruitage — Love ! 
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TWO PICTURES. 



T. 



•^ I "HE story runs, that once an artist came 
-■• Before the greatest master, all elate 
With ardent, glowing hope, that soon or late 

His name might shine upon the page of fame. 

Three snow-white lilies fresh with morning dew 
Stood on the master's desk. " Take these, my son, 
And paint them trtu to nature^ one by one. 

But let one half the white be heaven's own blue ! " 

Now it were naught to grasp the blue of heaven. 
And mingle with each petal's gleaming snow, » 
Then emerald leaf, and bid the canvas glow ; 

But, " true to nature," was the mandate given. 

A thought flashed o*er him — paint a vase of blue. 

And send the golden sunlight streaming through ! 

" Well done ! " the master said ; " your skill is 

shown ; 
Henceforth your name shall stand beside my 

own ! 



t »» 



II. 



A poet youth, whom disappointment's fang 
Had sadly torn, this old-time story read. 
" My inspiration this shall be," he said. 

" Brave, earnest labor shall subdue the pang. 



f» 
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And so, fair pictures were conceived again, 

And rays of thought were blended. Truth the 
blue, 

With lovers prismatic colors streaming through, 
On flowers of hope that spring from ground of pain. 
Then, swift of step, the master's home he sought, 

Joy holding him entranced. *T would please 
the sage, 

For soul and heart were on the glowing page. 
Alas, 't was but the eye of scorn it brought ! 
" Nay, come not near," he said in accents cold, 
" Youth is not manhood — youth is over-bold ! " 

" Then all is lost ! " the tearless youth replied, 
And on the very threshold sank and died ! 

III. 

« 

Beside his tomb there stood in after years, 
A brother bard of noble heart and mien. 
Who felt for others in their joy and pain ; 
And bending down, his cheek all wet with tears, 
He said : " How might that soul have blessed man- 
kind 
Were not men's eyes to living genius blind ! " 
And as a solace to the hearts bereft, 
Upon the marble these grand words he left : 

" To the quick brow Fame grudges her best wreath^ 
While the quick heart to enjoy it throbs beneath j 
On the dead forehead" s sculptured marble shawny 
Loy her choice crown — its flowers are also stone I " 
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SUNRISE FROM THE TOWER.* 

I. 

T^fE breathe at times a purer air, 
V ^ And taste the joys of nobler birth. 
As if *t were given again to earth 
Its pristine, Eden charm to wear. 

II. 

And such an hour is this. The mom, 
In white robes o'er the Orient hills, 
Hies blushing, while the welkin fills 

With song, from myriad sources bom. 

III. 

The winds of night are hushed to rest. 
The clouds have vanished, fold on fold. 
This isle, " An emerald chased in gold." 

Lies fair and bright on ocean's breast. 

IV. 

Far out to sea white sails are seen. 
Where sky with ocean seems to meet. 
Ah, yonder weird and mystic fleet 

From out the heaven has sailed, I ween. 

V. 

They float far off through ether seas, 

Like thoughts of peace, on wings of prayer ; 
Like doves that love's fond missives bear, — 

Sail on, rich freighted argosies ! 
♦ Shelter Island, 1883. 
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FAME'S SYNONYM. 



T^HE winds made moan about the poet's home, 
^ And sought to enter by each crevice gate, 

As if the soul of brooding Melancholy 
Had her affinities through earth and air. 
His head was bowed in abject sorrowing thought, 

And this the wording of his revery : 



** The breath of fame is breath of scorn ; 

Why deem it praise and blessing ? 
Was ever yet that poet born 
Who has not felt his crown of thorn 

On bleeding temples pressing ? 

" When hearts of men are polished steel, 

How vain the gift of numbers ! 
For souls self -bound to Ixion's wheel 
No heights, no depths, no power to feel, 
The lyre of Amphion slumbers.' 



)> 



" So chilled are all the flowers of song, 

A grave above them closes. 
What charm can such crushed petals show ? 
And yet some darling hope may glow 

Beneath life's trampled roses." 



The Plea, loi 

Years fleetly passed ; the crown he wore 
Grew bright within the mart of thought. 

For every cruel wound he bore 
Came balm, by tears too dearly bought. 

The harp once swept, vibrates again 

Through widest range of joy or pain. 

Heaven-taught the strains that seek the sky, 

Earth-wrought the low antiphony. 

And his the poet's power to show 

How fires 'neath " polished steel " may glow. 

And his the poet's soul to prove, 

That still no fame 

Is worth the name, 
Which is not synonym for Love, 



THE PLEA. 

A H ! blame me not, if I do sometimes wake 
^^ Strange echoes in a burst of gladsome song, 
Nor think, my dear ones, in your love for her 
Whom you have welcomed to your hearts and home, 
That she will be unfitted thus to bear 
The stem and strange realities of life. 
Think not that witching siren poesy 
Shall lead me forth a captive at her will, 
Or bind in chains that cannot broken be ; 
Nay, she shall never linger in the way 
When duty calls to action ; never soar 
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To lofty heights when she should calmly tread 
Upon the earth, and learn its mysteries ; 
But hand in hand with sorrow she must go, 
To weep in sympathy with those that weep, 
And lead the weary mourner to the fount 
Where truest consolations can be found. 



And let her sometimes weave 
A little garland for the brow of joy ; 
And though the flowers are not unfading ones. 
Nor even culled from pleasant garden bowers, 
But simple wild ones, gathered in the fields 
And by the wayside, yet if they should please, 
And yield a breath of fragrance for the time, 
Her labor is not lost. 

And there is such a joy in these low strains. 
However rude they are, which none may know. 
Save those who sometimes hear within their soul 
The whisper of this strange, sweet voice which 

soothes. 
And calms ; and, in the dreariest hour, 
Comes gently to the heart, and wafts away 
The sorrow and the pain which lingered there. 
I cannot, cannot cage these struggling thoughts — 
They will away, like poor imprisoned birds 
That love their freedom, and would gladly mount 
To bathe their wings in purer air than this. 
Recall them not, but let them upward spring 
Toward their home : 't is heaven, if they are pure. 
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And somewhere I have heard 
That " Heaven is poetry," without a strain 
Of jarring measure, or a single sound 
To interrupt the glorious harmony — 
That those bright stars are ever moving on, 
To strains of music which we cannot hear, 
Until we stand upon that unknown shore, 
Disrobed of this dark veil, mortality ; 
And there, in that expansion of the soul. 
What heavenly sounds shall burst upon the ear ! 
Our thoughts may flow in numbers, richer far, 
With the bright imagery of yonder world, 
Than aught we dream of now. 



And may this not be true ? 
Ah ! there is something whispers to my soul. 
It is, it is ; and truly I believe, 
That God himself implants within our hearts 
This love of beautiful and rhythmic thought, 
Not only to expand and purify. 
And lift us far away from grovelling cares. 
But also that his children here may learn 
That such is Heaven's own speech, interpreted ; 
While even on this footstool we might hear 
The distant warbling of those holy strains. 
Were not our hearts by sin so far removed 
From the Great Heart of our Creator, God. 
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And so I bring this plea for countenance. 
Since this can cast no menace o'er my way, 
Nor shadow any duty, though severe 
That duty be, but rather lead me on. 
Since not for praise, and not for precedent ; 
For the same reason as the l\^ppy birds ! 
Because their little breasts are full of song. 
They cannot silent be — God made them so ! 

Edinburgh, Scotland. 



" THE PLEA " ANSWERED. 

BY T. T. OF EDINBURGH, SCOTLAND. 

T F It doth please thee, child, 
^ Like the blithe birds, that ask not leave of man 
Go, carol forth thy songs the livelong day. 
Until the hill-side and the echoing rocks 
Fling back thy music. Let it swell and roll 
Until a thousand voices catch the strain 
And waft it back for thine own spirit's joy. 
But let me lead thee, dear, to morning fields, 
Where 'mong the many warblers of the grove 
The lark is king : Our native bird of song, 
He rises from the field, and, soaring, sings 
Till the full raptured chord is chanted forth, 
Even at Heaven's portal where the angels hear ; 
Make him thy model, child, and go thy way ! 
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THE LEGEND OF THE WEEPING WILLOW. 

" O Willow^ why forever weep. 

As one who mourns a deathless wrong ! 
What hidden woe can lie so deep. 
What utter grief can last so long? " 

— EUZABETH AKERS ALLEN. 

/^H, mine is not a hidden woe, 
^-^ All nature doth its memories keep. 
These very flowers my branches sweep, 
The burden of my sorrow know! 

The violet drooped her eyes of blue, 
Abashed, such deed of wrong to see. 
My lily-browed anemone 

Blushed, all her snow-white petals through.* 

You ask me why ? Winds whisper low. 
Hide, stars, beneath your veils of cloud. 
Night's densest robes must close enshroud. 

Ere mortal ears may hear my woe. 

One eve within a lone retreat 
Of sacred, sad Gethsemane, 
The " Man of Sorrows " came to me. 

And rested, weary, at my feet. 

* In the Garden of Gethsemane were found crimson anem- 
ones. 
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Oh,* ne'er did burdened spirit lay. 
Before his God such weight of woe. 
The crimson life-drops from his brow 

No dews of night could wash away. 

Some deep, some hidden grief he bore. 
The livelong night he waited there. 
And breathed such agonies of prayer 

As ne'er did human lips before, 

I asked the stars, — but no reply. 

The full moon hid her face from sight. 

" Tell me, O, tell me, winds of night, 
Why this unwonted agony ?" 

Then Zephyr's deep low voice replied : 

" Divinity on earth has trod. 

All nature bows before her God, 
But Man his Maker has denied ! 

" The sorrow of a world is there. 
A world whose sins he would atone, 
£ach ill the human heart hath known, 

That sinking spirit hath to bear." 

Oh, then my branches downwards swept. 
They towered to yonder heaven no more 
All night they fanned him o'er and o'er, 

All night their weeping vigils kept. 
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Their loving touch perchance had healed, 
So near to nature's soul He came ; — 
But fresh indignities of shame 

These very boughs were made to yield. 

By man, in whom no love awoke, 

The cruel scourge from these was made, 
Which on that holy flesh was laid, 

With mortal, blood-compelling stroke ! 



Now, touch my branches, twine thy brow, 
A wreath of bay thou wilt not gain. 
They may not bring surcease of pain. 

That could such mortal pain bestow. 

" The winds may woo, the roses wait," 
Still must I droop, and still despair ; 
Kind nature ne'er will bid me wear, 

The glories of my former state. 
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CATHEDRAL STUDIES. 

I. 

LOVE — HUMAN AND DIVINE. 

T ISTENING and waiting, yet thou comest not ! 
'^ All needless effort of tbe eye and ear. 
No fane so grandly vast, no crowd so dense. 
But heart-throbs quicken with clairvoyant sense 

Of conscious change, when thy loved form is 
near, 
And raelody seems discord with the thought 
Of choral strains without thy service frau^t. 
My prayers were fledglings that essayed to fly. 

Yet fluttered back to thee. The voice of praise 
Swelled upward in its choral symphony, 

But from one heart came unresponsive lajrs. 
Till to my quickened ear there floated by 
On softebt wings a loved and low refrain. 
Then all my soul was captive once again. 

My head was bowed, and yet dear thoughts of thee 
Were blended with the words of praise and 

prayer. 
" Would Heaven be Heaven without thy pres- 
ence there? • 
And should it chance that I were first to see 
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Yon promised home, would I not watch and wait 
To hear thy footfall at the golden gate ? '* 
O wondrous human love ! if love Divine, 

Is this strange power intensified, and made 
To circle round the universe — as mine 

Encircles thee — ^What soul need be afraid 
Though dark the danger-paths he treads alone ? 

Could aught harm thee— my loyal heart thy 
shield? 

Would God do less ? His, sovereign power to 
wield ? 
Our love is but the refluence of His awn / 

III. 

SYMBOLS. 

Within the vast cathedral's shadowy light, 
I walke*d among the humble, reverent throng, 
Yet bended not the knee, nor deemed it wrong 

These outward emblems of their faith to slight ; 

" 'T is but for weaklings, or for babes," I said, 
" To have recourse to picture, cross, and sign ; 
How far more blessed the thought that Christ is 
mine. 

Without these aves to the sainted dead ! " 

The choral service, how it grandly swelled, 
How reverence grew beneath that lofty dome ! 
And brought the wayward heart back to its 
home ; 

How eye and ear my spirit captive held ! 
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ADORATION. 



Yet came I forth unsatisfied — alone, 

Thinking vain, sordid, earthly thoughts the while, 
When at the entrance of the sacred aisle 

Behold, the image of the Holy One ! 

His forehead bleeding 'neath the thorny crown ! 
Low at his feet a weeping woman knelt. 
As if the sorrows of the world she felt. 

Beneath her burdens bending lowly down. 

She rose at length, those bleeding feet she pressed 

With reverent lip, then passed out with the rest. 

Her loving impulse thrilled my being through, 

And following her, I knelt and kissed them too ! 

We who apart had stood 'raid shadows dim, 

At heart were one, because of love for Him ! 
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DUST. 

/FATHERING on the windows, 
^^ Gathering in the hall ; 
On the face of the dear old pictures 
That grace the parlor wall. 

Shimmering in the sunshine. 

Filling the summer air ; 
And far in the city of shadows, 

Staining the marble there. 

Hiding among the curtains, 
Soiling their snowy folds ; 

Laying a fearless finger 
On all the eye beholds. 

Think you it lingers darkly 
On sceptre and lonely urn, 

To remind us softly: " Dust thou art, 
Unto dust thou shalt return " ? 

Will aught in the golden city 
Bear its corrupting stain ? 

On the banks of the crystal river 
Shall we hear the same refrain ? 
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Far up through the depths of ether 
I look with questioning eyes ; 

While out of the azure stillness 
A sweet, low voice replies : 

• " Pure as the pearly whiteness 
Of the newly fallen snow, 
Clear as the crystal waters 
That fast by the city flow ; 

" Soft as the zephyr's whisper, 
Sweet as the rose's breath ; 
For the atmosphere of Heaven 
Bears not a taint of death. 

" Never a wail of discord, 
Never a sigh of pain ; 
Where the immortelles of Eden 
Revive and bloom again." 

Then the voice of my spirit Mentor 
Was lost in the amber sea ; 

But. with raptured heart I followed 
The far-off melody. 

And I prayed that earth's pollutioiv^ 
The dust and stain of sin, 

Through the portals of my spirit 
Might never enter in. 
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A THANKSGIVING STORY. 

" \/'0U mdiy do as you please, but no thanks 

•^ shall stray 

From my lips this day," said Merchant Grey. 
" To this hand and brain 1 owe my power. 
My business skill is a birthright dower. 
Developed through brains of a stalwart line. 
Who have never been known to fail or pine. 
Who have shaken their skirts from your old-time 

creeds. 
Who laugh with a will at your martyr deeds. 
Your fears, your penance, your dread of pelf. 
Your thanks for what you have done yourself (?). 
You do the pray in* and I *11 provide, 
I *11 carve the goose and your creeds beside, 
And shock the parson who comes to dine. 
With a fling at his idols over the wine." 

" O Henry, Henry ! " said Miriam Grey, 

And a sob was smothered. She went her way ; 

She could only pray as so oft before, 

And straight to the Master her burden bore. 

He saw her go to the chapel door. 
Then turned to his restful book once more, 
And said with a half-regretful tone : 
" Is it fair to let her go there alone ? 
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I used to be first at the chapel door, 

With the thought of her maiden smile in store ; 

I seemed a worshipper most devout ; 

But 't was only to see her as she passed out ; 

She thought me as reverent as her D.D., 

But the shrine / knelt at she did not see. 

And now, (with a chuckle) she '11 go to pray 

For the sinner who stayed at home to-day ! 

I love her for all her saintly sooth, 

And never can scoff at her heart's sweet ruth ; 

Well, I gave her just now a goodly fee 

(I reckon they 'd rather see that than me)." 

And leaning back in his easy chair, 

He lost in sleep every lurking care. 

In a vision of sleep his Mother came, 
And tenderly, softly, pronounced his name. 
She was robed like an angel in shining white, 
And stood in a halo of dazzling light. 

THE mother's message. 

" I shielded your life with a mother's care, 

I taught you never to scoff at prayer ; 

I told you, while close at my knee you stood. 

It was God's own plan for his creatures' good ; 

And now, in the light of eternity. 

Life's wonderful meanings more plain I see. 

" One day, when a little fair-haired child. 
You found a bird from its nest beguiled. 
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You saved it from claws of a mortal foe. 

And came to tell me, your face aglow ; 

We nursed and fed it, and watched with glee 

Its parents who hovered so tenderly 

Around and over its wire-bound nest, 

How close to the bars their beaks were prest, 

How they shared, though vaguely, our anxious care, 

And when danger threatened, oft called us there. 

We knew their tone when a foe was nigh, 

And failed not once to their aid to fly ; 

Their human angels we stood the while. 

All ready to guard from dangerous wile ; 

And think you, the breadth of our souls grew less, 

That we learned God's pity and tenderness ? 

" We, like the birdling, were compassed round 
By mortal terrors and dread profound. 
But God had given us the shield of prayer. 
And a word would summon our angels there ! 

" You have grown ice-hardened in worldly pride. 

But an angel is walking your steps beside, 

'T is in answer to her fond cry I come, 

To shield from sorrow your lovely home. 

Go, look at your white-robed cradle bed, 

For Death stands waiting beside its head ! " 



He woke with a start, and in agony 
Rushed to his darling's cot to see 
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If indeed the shadow of death there lay ; 
But they told him the shadow had passed away ! 
Yet they marvelled much at his new-bom fears, 
As he clasped his babe, — at the burst of tears ; 
As with whispered word and a low Amen 
He gave it back to their arms again. 

Then he passed from his home to the chapel door, 

For the morning's service was almost o'er ; 

And to all the people he gently said, 

With tearful eye and uncovered head : — 

" If ever by thought, by deed, or word, 

I have scoffed at the name of our blessed Lord, 

Let me, humble-hearted, confess my wrong, 

And seek forgiveness from all the throng. 

If you think that God in His love would heed 

One conscience-gift for this church's need, 

Your debt shall be paid, this chapel freed. 

O pray for my soul in its hour of need ! " 

Then with one impulse strong and great. 

The people forgot their ice and state. 

They knelt and prayed for themselves and him, 

Till every eye in the church was dim. 

And the soul of the doubter was bom again, 

In the fervent thrill of that vast Amen. 
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" THEY SHALL WALK WITH ME IN 

WHITE." 

A ND may I walk with Thee ? 
^■^ I, who have been a wandering lamb so long, 

My soul enshrouded in the gloom of night, 
May I too join that hallelujah song, 

And walk among the ransomed ones in white ? 

And may I lean my head 
Upon the breast my waywardness hath grieved, 

And look upon the brightness of Thy face, 
Within Thy blessed arm at last received, 

Unworthy as I am of such a place ? 

Unworthy, yet in Thee 
Made worthy ; washed from all these guilty stains, 

And clothed in garments pure as angels wear, 
E'en thus to roam upon those sinless plains, 

And see the brightness of Thy glory there. 
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CHRISTMAS-DAY. 

A N ancient story tells 
•^^ How in a certain place a flowering thorn, 

(All else a-field lay clad in wintry gloom), 

Burst forth in bloom, 
To add new grace to one fair Christmas mom. 

How loyal hearts 
With reverent faith interpreted the sign. 

They said : " 'T is here the peace of God must 

rest, 
'T is soil thrice blessed ; 
Here shall we build a temple as His shrine." 



And year by year, 
While all its sister shrubs in wintry pall 
Bowed down their heads at chill December's call, 
This sacred spray, 
Was filled with fragrant bloom each Christmas-day. 



So on this day 
Should bloom the pure white flower of loving 
thought. 
To grace the larger temple of the mind. 
Till all mankind 
Within the circle of God's; peace be brought. 
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FIRST AT THE SEPULCHRE. 

DEFORE the earliest dawn 

-■-^ They came, with hearts bereft and lone, 

While nature, sad in sympathy, 
Had hushed, the while, each joyous tone, 

Each voice of melody. 

The silent, watchful stars. 
Fast fading in the distant blue. 

Looked down, it seemed, with mournful eyes, 
As dawn came softly melting through 

Tho^e mild Judean skies : 

But to those sorrowing hearts, 

No dawning glory pierced the gloom ; 

They saw but darkening clouds that prest 
In densest form around the tomb. 

Where He was laid to rest. 

Oft had He told them all, 
And they had heard him day by day, 
Yet had they hoped, scarce knowing why, 
That from such power and majesty 
E'en DEATH would shrink away. 

But now of hope bereft, 

They sought that rocky grave again. 

Their last sad gifts of sorrow bringing ; 
Nor heard the angels even then, 

Their songs of rapture singing. 
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^ut lo ! what mdlden change ? 
Tbt loBtb t>i:tc« sealed is opoi vide ! 
'l't>* stumf wMcb at lis portal lay, 

V> uu3<xa tuinds is toUed aside. 

While angtjts juaxd the way ! 

Ni^w, chriucvJ wiclj sudden fear; 
'V'tivy wurKitT where their Lord is laid. 

" (,^ ttU sw where ' "* thdy weeping cried ; 
" Why s«,T^ chij living "atong th t dead?" 

'I'lK' ^i^ei's wijM KTiieii. 

And tbrccii :ie icErr ci:j^5s dosne cnnr 
A wy c* KsiTi^'s leTi^lKaoe frw^ntrjirgj 

A»d dowa tie c&eeks wiiii jc^ lad pala^ 
Swt:t texix tx jirr w 



Is He a srL--: :^r:nf»ea:ed 

To h':: sM 3 er-s ? Or cm we fcnijw. 
The xvcc*. tic j^ok, tic tcce '-^■n: iuaie 
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« 

Then as they swiftly ran 

To make the wondrous tidmgs known, 

Behold ! He met them — still the same : 
His blessed voice, and His alone, 

Spake each familiar name ! 



« 



Dear Jesus, when, like them. 

With breaking hearts we seek Thy tomb. 

And faith is weak, and hopes are blighted. 
May Thy loved voice dispel the gloom, 

Speak peace to souls benighted. 

And may that hallowed grave 
Be still to us the pledge of life. 

And while we linger by its portal, 
Its rocky walls with hopes be rife — 

Sweet hopes of joys immortal. 
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MOUNT TABOR. 

IV/r ETHOUGHT I saw the chosen Three 
iVX ^\iQ walked so oft with Christ below, 
Who saw in sad Gethsemane 

Those crimson drops of woe — 
That from their living lips I heard 
The story of our risen Lord. 

They talked to me of Tabor's steep ; 

How tenderly He led them there ; 
When weary, faint, they sank to sleep. 

He knelt alone in prayer. 
Then while they slept strange visions came. 
They thought the mountain all aflame. 

They waked, and saw, with wondering eyes. 
What ne'er to other sight was given — 

He held communion with the skies, 
Bathed in the light of Heaven. 

His face shone as the sun, and lo ! 

His raiment " glistened white as snow." 

They told me of the Two who came 
On swiftest wing, at Heaven's behest — 

Elijah, who on cloud of flame, 
Ascended to his rest ; 

And Moses, who on Horeb trod, 

And " face to face " communed with God. 
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They told me of their wondering fear 
When, pealing through the silent night, 

Came sounds so strange to mortal ear. 
From yonder world of light ; 

When God's own voice proclaimed His Son — 

His Well Beloved, the Glorious One. 



And then they ceased. " O stay ! ** 1 cried, 
" O linger yet, ye favored Three, 

And tell me more of Him who died 
On that dear Cross for me ! 

Tell me, what wondrous theme had they 

Who came on such high embassy ? " 



« Wouldst know ? They spake of His decease. 
The woe, the pain of Calvary ; 
Yet on His brow the light of peace 

Still radiant we could see ; 
That brow which sharpest thorns would bear^ 
That man a crown of life might wear ! 



" They spake of love too great and high. 
Too deep and vast for us to know ; 

But ah ! we knew that He must die. 
And this was greatest woe ; 

We looked, and lo ! the vision gone, 

Our Jesus stood with us alone ! " 
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" And did ye still in Him behold 

The sunshine of the Father's love ? 
Was all that seemed of earthly mould 

Still radiant from above ? 
And was it precious thus to be 
Alone with such a Friend as He ? " 

I questioned, but no voice replied ; 

The answer to my heart was given ; 
My path of life was glorified 

By this one glimpse of Heaven ; 
A light celestial round me shone 
While / with Jesus stood alone. 
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THE COMMUNION, 

A WAY, each worldly thought, 
•^^ And every hindering care ! 
Souls that redeeming love hath bought 

Are bending low in prayer ; 
And hearts of pride how humble grown, 
Filled with the love of Christ alone. 

Our Saviour's wounded hand 
Has spread the feast to-day ; 

By faith we see Him waiting stand. 
And hear Him sweetly say : 

" Ye weary, hungry, thirsty, come ! 

For every trembling soul, there 's room." 

Still room ; can any stay ? 

A throng, with tearful eyes. 
Approach, and on the altar lay. 

Each one his sacrifice ; 
There the impassioned heart of youth. 
Bows meekly at the shrine of truth. 

And not alone the brow 

Of joyous youth that wears 
The light of the baptismal vow ; 

But men of busy cares, 
The aged with their silvered hair 
And the time-furrowed cheek are there. 
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Oh, it is good to see 

Those white heads bending down 
In childlike, sweet humility, — 

Graced with religion*^ crown ; 
The noblest age or youth can wear, 
The lightest for the brow of care. 

There woman meekly bends, 
Most welcome guest of all ; \ 

With Jesus' love her spirit blends. 
And tears of rapture fall : 

The sweetest eucharist for her. 

Whose tears bedewed His sepulchre. 

Thy shoes from off thy feet ! 

The place is holy now,^ — 
A glory from the mercy-seat 

Beams in the " church below " : 
This temple, sacred, Lord, to Thee, 
The Bethel of our souls shall be. 

Hark ! we can almost hear, 
The sound of angel wings. 

Those messengers of God, so near, 
In their love-minist'rings ; 

Unseen by every human eye. 

They bear the tidings to the sky ! 

On swiftest wing they soar. 

And fain our thought would try, 
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To climb the cloudy summits o'er, 

That bar us from the sky, — 
To pass the pearly gates, and hear 
What sounds would burst upon the ear ! 

But, questioning soul, be still ! 

Not thine the angel's wing ; 
But thine, on earth, to do His will, 

And one day thou shalt sing 
With seraphs there : from sin set free. 
Redeeming love thy theme shall be ! 
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" BOHAMBA." 

A little African girl, Bohamba, brought to the mission a 
small blue-and-gold china pitcher, and as she placed it among 
the gifts kissed it. This little incident caused many to cast 
gifts into the treasury. — Missionary News, 

O HE kissed the gift, 

*^ And what the meaning of a yss ? 
O Love, dear Love, thou art the same 
Beneath all skies — our highest claim 

To Heaven's own kinship lies in this. 

She kissed the gift, 
And strangely moist grew every eye ; 

Perchance the child had given away 

Her only precious thing that day. 
Which pathos gave to that " Good-by." 

Who cannot turn 
To one fair page that even yet 

Recalls the fantasies of youth, 

When strangest sympathy and ruth 
Gave souls to things inanimate ! 

Perhaps her faith 
Had compassed heights ours could not climb ; 

A soul may be as white below 

An ebon robe as one of snow. 
And heaven-taught love may grow sublime. 
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Should she not send, 
Because the gift was meant for Him, 

One parting token ere it went ? 

Oh, childhood's perfect sacrament. 
Thy love-light makes our own grow dim ! 

We cannot tell 
How deep or high the childish thought ; 

But from that cup there seems to spring 

A bough of fairest blossoming, 
Ygdrasil"^ )^ith rare fruitage fraught. 

* The Tree of Life. 
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THE GREATEST THEME. 

INSCRIBED TO MARGARET PRESTON. 

T T ER theme was " nature's mystic law," 
**■ -^ But while God's fairest works among. 

His matchless love inspired her song. 
Cold mountain heights of fame she saw ; 
But Delphic chaplet moved her not, 
Her burden, — souls that love had bought. 

The victor's march her pen would greet, 
But ere the martial notes were rung, 
Heaven's Victor King the name she sung. 

Love sought her next, with accents sweet, 
But Love Divine preferred the plea. 
And found her soul's antiphony. 

" Daughter, thou art beloved of God," 
The angel peace descending traced. 
In lines that ne'er can be effaced ; 

Thy work stands well approved. " He builds 
Too low, who builds beneath the skies." 
And, " He who winneth souls is wise." 
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THE DAY OF SMALL THINGS. 

/^FT have I known a bird's low strain 
^-^ Point waning faith to Heaven ; 
When all the preacher's words were vain, 
The soul so tempest-riven. 

Faith is the star that gilds the night, 

That leads to peaceful hoping. 
And heaven-taught souls flash out the light 

For which the schools are groping. 

I hold it true that every line, 

Which makes man's duty clearer, 

Interpreter of love's design, 
Which friendship renders dearer, 

Is part of God's benignant plan. 
To keep the world's heart holy ; 

And whom he calls to lead the van. 
Among the great or lowly. 

And vests with power to break the seal, 

Of nature's illustrations, 
That soul should be too great to feel 

A throb of scorn's pulsations. 
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FAITH. HOPE, AND LOVE. \ 

O WEET Faith the way to Jesus led, ^ 

^ And clasped his hand in mine ; 
And taught me how the gulf of dread 
Is spanned by love divine. 

Hope sees, when clouds are dark and dense. 

The rifts of shining blue. 
And knows that God's dear providence 

Will lead us safely through. 

The richest crown, immortal Love, 

Shall still to thee belong, — 
Theme of the angel choirs above. 

Theme of the ransomed throng. 

Faith, Hope, and Love, shall sweetly blend, 

Like rainbow tints at even. 
And each her brightest rays shall lend. 

To point the way to Heaven. 
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BROTHERHOOD. 

/^NE Sabbath morn, in lands afar, 
^-^ Washed by the northern wave, 
I sought the faithful worshippers 
Of " One who came to save ! " 

Each uttered word was strange and new 

In choral song, in prayer ; 
But more and more the feeling grew 

That Christ was present there. 

If clouds there were, the arc above 

Was gilded by the sun, 
The effluence of that perfect love 

Which binds and holds us one. 

It needed not the sacred cup 

Be given by hand I knew, 
If they with whom I came to sup 

Kept His dear love in view. 

Sweet thought ! Though every lip was bound, 

Yet every heart was free. 
While hand-in-hand the shades we found 

Of loved Gethsemane. 
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REV. EBENEZER HALLEY, D.D. 

TV >T Y own — my father's friend ; and can it be, 
^^^ I weeping stand beside thy lifeless clay ? 

By love's chronometer, but yesterday 
It seems since, standing reverent at thy knee, 
I heard from those dear lips Heaven's language fall ; 
And what is left ? A piece of clay, a pall. 
Held by the spectre Silence. This is all ! 

All ? Nay, not all. O grand and glorious one, 
O matchless messenger of truth divine ! 
If " as the stars they shall forever shine " 

Who turn the soul to God — then thou, a sun, 

With Heaven's own lustre from Jehovah lent, 

Shall beam forever in our firmament. 

Not all. A sermon rises from the clay, 
Which might full well put brazen Doubt to shame; 
A soul so strong in might of Jesus' name 

That fourscore rounded years were but a day 

In loving service to the Master paid ; 

All royal gifts upon His altar laid ! 

And still we weep for thee, O friend of years ! 
Nay, not for thee — thy work so nobly done, — 
But for ourselves. Heaven needs the sainted one 

Whom most we need — we who are blind by tears ; 

Yet hadst thou lived till Time himself grew hoar, 

True, faithful hearts would but have loved thee more. 
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GONE BEFORE. 

LINES WRITTEN ON THE OCCASION OF THE DEATH 

OF A CLERGYMAN. 

/^N princely as on peasant brow 
^^ Death's seal is laid — no love it spares ; 
Each human shrine at which we bow 
The same dread shadow wears ; 

The same dark wing is over all, 

From lowly cot to kingly hall. 

•This life of earth — its span how brief, 

Beneath its charm what sorrows sleep ! 
On time's great tree a wavering leaf 
Which summer winds to doom may sweep : 
How by the ambushed spectre pain 
On every hand our joys are slain ! 

It were indeed ^ hopeless thing 

If earth were all — how little worth 
The fruitage or the blossoming ; 

The joys that crown that nobler birth • 
A fair mirage that fleeting dies. 
And leaves no brightness in its skies ! 

But 't is not all. Each human flower 

From time's wide branches earthward swept^ 
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Whose bloom is but a transient hour, 
Ere blight within its folds has crept, 
Has left the germ of fruits to be 
All garnered for eternity. 

Not lost — a life so grand as thine, 

With generous deeds so richly fraught. 
The pastor who Heaven's wisdom taught ; 
The friend — ah, me ! such gift was thine, 
Of guarding friendship's sacred trust. 
That hearts are bowed beside thy dust. 



BRIDAL-DAY POEM. 

'T^HE child has to the woman grown, 
-*• Life's sunny steeps ascending ; 
Each shadow that her heart has known 
Dispelled by Love's attending. 

Now may she pause upon the height, 

Ere bridal blossoms wither ; 
Seek out the paths of truth and right 

And bend her footsteps thither. 

The downward slopes shall then be filled 

With just as fair adorning ; 
And evening's sunset radiance gild 

More brightly than the morning. 
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THE CAPTIVES RELEASED. 

OEFORE their conqueror's throne 

^^ Arminias* children stood ; their heads bowed 

low 
With sorrow for their desolated homes ; 
Awaiting with hushed breath and throbbing hearts, 
The dreaded sentence from a Monarch's lips. 

" Great Cyrus has no heart of tenderness, 
From his stern brow no loving pity smiles. 
And we have naught to hope," they sadly said, 
As face looked into face, and read again 
Its own pain mirrored, only more intense. ' 

Arminias among the captives stood. 
The loved and agM king, whose silver hair 
Graced his high brow as with a holy crown. 
More beauteous than the regal one he wore 
But yesterday, with all its jewels rare. 

Beside him stood 
A youth of noble mien, his only son. 
His dearly loved Tigranes ; holding fast 
A gentle hand that trembled in his own ; 
His one-day bride. O woe ! that one so fair — 
So young and fair, might bear th^ dreadful doom. 
Of death or lonely bondage ! 
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But hark ! the Monarch speaks ! 
" Arminias, come forth." The ag^d man 
Came forward to receive the words of doom, 
And with unfaltering step approached the throne. 
As Cyrus looked upon the stately form, 
A wave of human pity swept his breast, 

And he allowed it language. 

**What couldst thou give, Arminias, to me, 
A ransom for this people ? " 

" What have I, Noble King, O what have I 
Save trust in thy forbearance ? " 

"And what wouldst thou, Tigranes, for thy 
bride ? " 

Swift mantled on his cheek the flush of hope 
When prostrate at the Monarch's feet, he cried : 
" For her dear life I yield my own, O King ! " 

" Take her and go thy way ; she is thine own ; 

And thou, Arminias, no gifts I. crave ; 

Go seek your homes, away ; for all are free." 

O then the sun shone out upon the plain ; 
They knew not it had shone before, that day, 
So dark the clouds of their impending doom. 
Now swept aside as by an angel's wing ; 
Then swiftly sped the eager foot of joy. 
And all the air was vocal with the praise 
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Of their deliverer ; some his state admired, 
And some the noble and majestic mien, 
Others the sweet compassion of his glance ; 
But one was silent from excess of joy. 

" Hast thou no word of praise ? " Tigranes said 
To her who walked in silence by his side. 

" I know," she softly said, " he merits all 
The benisons their grateful hearts bestow. 
And yet I saw him not ; I saw but one ; 
The one whose love is beyond all price — 
He would have died for me ! " 

Illustrious story of a by-gone time, 
A precious lesson may I learn from thee ; 
Above all earth-loves higher far to climb. 
And see but one — One who has died for me ! 
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LENTEN THOUGHTS. 

WHEN, bending 'neath the cross, the Son of 
Man 
Climbed Calvary's hill, 't is said a maiden ran 
Before Him in the path, and tenderly 
Reached up, and wiped the beaded drops away. 
He blessed her where she stood, and, strangest 

sight. 
His image lingered on the linen white. 
Which she had held with fearful, trembling haste ; 
'T was printed there to be no more erased, 
Most fair and beautiful, her very own, — 
Her loving act had pleased the Holy One. 

So may we bear the image of our Lord 
Upon our hearts impressed by act and word, 
And in sweet sympathy with pain and loss, 
Seek reverently to bear with Him the cross ! 
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FAITH'S SYMBOLS. 

T LOVE the earnest worshippers, 
•■' The guides of childhood's years, 
Such holy life Heaven's truth avers, 
Such hope the spirit cheers. 

The maxims from a father's lips, 

I hold by far the best, 
To his dear faith undoubting cling, 

In its observance blest. 

But not in blind unquestioning mood. 

As once in childhood's day. 
With larger sympathies endued. 

With humbler heart alway. 

When other skies have o'er me beamed 

On continent or sea, 
Some strangely symboled rite has seemed 

The gate of Heaven to me. 

I saw the cloud whose outer edge. 

Was gilded by the sun. 
The Father's love ; this sacred pledge 

Of kinship made us one. 

It needed not that every soul 
Should think alone with me. 
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.Together we could seek the shades 
Of loved Gethsemane. 

If some in trembling sought their Lord, 
Through picture, cross, or sign ; 

Sweet symboled faith of written word ;— 
Their hands were clasping mine. 

I asked not if the future held 

The keys of endless doom ; 
Could He who formed the mother-heart 

Create for love a tomb ! 

Nor asked I, if my Lord had part. 
When orbs in space were hurled ; 

I knew from God's benignant heart. 
Came love that thrilled the world ! 

What reverent soul will dare to say 
This creed is right — ^this wrong ? 

His duty plain, to find the w^, 
Wherein his soul grows strong. 

Why should we mete with bounds the power 

That iifts the human clod, 
And wakes to life " the one sweet flower 

Acceptable to God ? " 

Or why should human weakness dare 

To fathom God's intent. 
Or rashly say, " lo here, lo there ! " 

His embassies are sent ? 
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Enough, enough for us to know, 

Whatever fate befall, 
That 't is Our Father's arm of love 

Which clasps and holds us all! 



BOOK II. 



** For there are two heavens, sweet — 
Both made of love, — one. inconceivable 
Even by the other, so divine it is ; 
The other far on this side of the stars. 
By men called Home." 

— ^James Henry Leigh Hunt. 



I. 

POEMS OF HOME. 

THE BRIDAL, MATERNITY, FAITH AND LOVE. 

SECLUSION. 

/^UR homes are castles, none may scale the walls. 
^^ To all the outside world we bar the door ; — 

Yet may we dwarf the soul by nothing more 
Than by such dungeons where the mildew falls. 

The outside walls grow dank with moss and rime 
Which never welcome sun nor dashing shower, 
Nor wester winds, nor clinging vine and flower, 

Nor living beauty from the hand of time. 

The inner walls grow hard and gray and cold. 
The mirrors blankly stare, the window panes 
Are sightless orbs, where no fair soul remains ; 

The jailers : Gloom, Distrust, and Envy bold. 

Who has not entered such a dungeon drear. 
And felt the gloom lie heavy on his soul. 
As in a nightmare dream, tho* o'er the whole 

Fair luxury may bid her charms appear. 

M7 
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O ye who say the blessed words, "our home," 
Throw wide the doors and let the sunshine in, 
Throw up the sash, sweet airs of heaven to win, 

And bid depart that morbid jailer Gloom ! 

Call all the little birds of Hope to sing 
Within the trees. Let every quivering spray 
Find voice and tongue, that so a roundelay 

Of gladsome song the passing years may bring. 

Keep all the springs of being fresh and pure, 
The atmosphere untaint by breath of sin, 
Nor fear that any foe shall enter in 

So dread as envy creeping slow but sure. 

So shall our homes be homes^ not four square walls 
To hold our passions, hates, or, harder still. 
Indifference, worse than hate, the stormy will, 

The querulous mind, all that the soul enthralls. 

So shall our homes be suns the world to light. 
Not satellites opaque and dead that turn, 
In their appointed orbs, yet never burn. 

But suns, grand suns, to banish earthly night. 
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THE STRANGER GUEST. 

A STORY FOR THE BETROTHED. 
PART I. 

Daughter : 

Why, sweet mother, does sadness play 
At hide-and-seek on your cheek to-day ? 
The light that dwells in those lovely eyes 
I have seen in the depth of our summer skies. 
I know when a wave from the past is borne ; 
It came from the letter you read this mom. 

Your child is a woman, shrink not, I pray, 
From all that a sister's fond lips might say ; 
Your priestly confessor am I, you know. 
To shrive you and bless you before I go, 
But to-night I am only a child, you see, 
That finds a seat on its mother's knee. 

Mother : 

Rest thee here, my beloved one. 

Pillow the head as in years agone, 

A mother's breast is a fitting place 

To tell your troth with such blushing grace. 

Can it be that before the autumn tide, 

My baby will pass from my arms a bride f 
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Somewhere an old-time legend tells, 

That if from the sound of the marriage bells 

Twelve moons shall lengthen, while no harsh 

word 
Of blame, of censure, of strife is heard. 
Then fate is conquered. No ill shall find 
The pair twice wedded in heart and mind. 

Now the tale and its sequence well might prove 
This legend^ oft varied, for wedded love 
May flow like a river, strong and deep, 
'Neath a soil storm-strewn where its currents sleep, 
Till surging and swaying of sand and tide 
Hew out new channels most deep and wide. 

STORY. 

Though Gerald, the husband, was wise and good. 

No plane but his own was understood. 

A youth when wedded (and youth may change). 

Love's language was new, and its utterance strange. 

In politics foremost, in business shrewd. 

He scorned to stoop to love's tenderest mood, 

He thought it unmanly and weak to wear 

" His heart on his sleeve " in the noon-day glare. 

In steel-clad armor and mail complete. 

How could he linger with accents sweet. 

How stoop to fondle this mere child- wife ? 

Had he not promised to shield her life ? 

Had he not married for love forsooth ? 

""' ' h? not give her his heart's best truth ? 
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Must he tell the tale till it threadbare grew ? 
She would find he had " something else to do. 



tf 



But Edith, with all a girl's romance, 

Was ready to weep at a frowning glance, 

Living alone in a husband's smile, 

Dying, if *t were withdrawn awhile. 

Like Enid she thought that some misdeed 

Of her saintly wifehood such fate decreed. 

Though what the deed she could never show, 

That made the home hearth-fire burn low. 

So in vain she struggled from day to day 

To thrust the maddening grief away ; 

But the more she struggled the nearer it came, 

Till she saw but the burning eyes of blame, — 

Till burdened with pain and consumed with care, 

She sank in a hopeless, slow despair. 

Thus their heart's pain came, but they did not 

know 
That their own hands heaped on each breast the 

snow, 
And they shrank in pain from the weary days 
Which had fulness of blame but a dearth of praise. 

One day, in obeying the high behest 
To give to the stranger a place of rest. 
Nor thinking once of the blessing gained. 
That some " their angels " have entertained. 
One of God's angels came down to dwell 
Within their circle, to guard it well. 
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By Gerald, th)e husband, he was known, 
And loved and honored, and this alone 
Had led him, in search of some quiet haunt 
Where palette and easel stern time could daunt, 
To think of the friend of his college days. 
Who used to charm with his boyish ways. 
Here sought he retirement and health and rest. 
And gladly they welcomed the " stranger guest." 
(And tho' not a stranger in very deed. 
We will name him such for our story's need.) 

So the days passed on, and the Stranger came 

To sit at the hearth-stone, to light the flame 

Of a heaven-born piety, broad and free. 

Of love for God and humanity. 

But he saw with a subtle inner sense, 

For he read with the heart's omnipotence. 

Soon he loved them both, and his noble soul 

Was pained by the shadow that marred the whole. 

Thus he mused in his lonely, darkened room. 

On the hidden cause of these moods of gloom. 

" This love that is courted by tearful eye 
And a paling cheek, is it doomed to di5 ? 
Oh, bury the sensitive, bleeding heart 
So deep that it never to life can start. 
For the genus Mimosa can never bear 
This human life with its work-day wear ! " 

So the days passed on, and nought was changed, 
Save that hearts grew more and still more estranged. 
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But a sun-ray passed from the prophet's room 
Each day that lightened the hours of gloom, 
While many a word of hope and cheer 
From his princely lips they were wont to hear, 
And his studio came to be known at last 
.As the household Mecca when toil was past. 

Said the Stranger to Gerald to waken fear, 

" I think * our lady * is drooping here. 

I have noticed her features, so pinched and white, 

And her cheek with mournful tears bedight, 

Are we not growing by far too blind 

To the subtile life of the soul and mind ? 

Are we not wearing some robes of care 

Too dismal for one so young and fair ? ** 

Said Gerald, lightly : " These womenkind 
Are hard to manage, and sure to find 
Some lack of love in your worthiest deed. 
But their changing humors you must not heed." 

Yet the thought took root .in his heart that day, 
As the shacfow of fear upon him lay ; 
But pride was the warder his lips that sealed, 
And never a loving thought revealed. 

So Edith still tried, with a cheek grown pale, 

In meekest wisdom to learn the tale. 

And con the lesson still o'er and o'er. 

If in aught she might please her master more. 
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One day, when her household work was done, 
A shadow fell 'twixt her and the sun, 
And looking up from her seam apace. 
She stood with that Stranger face to face. - 

" I meant not to startle you so, indeed." 

Then strangely he paused as she gave heed, 
Then paced the floor in a thoughtful mood, 
As if his errand she understood. 
And she knew, from his look of sympathy. 
To the door of her sorrow he held the key ; 
But she knew full well *t was a reverent hand 
That would touch to heal at his proud command. 

" Your grave is not ready yet," he said ; 
," The world has a work for you instead. 
But I fain would tell you, if now I might. 
The surest method these wrongs to right. 

" Now, where is your childhood's home ? " he said. 

" Nay, seek not mine with those eyes of dread ; 

Rocks have been shivered with might before 

Hands could gather the shining ore ; 

Hearts have been sundered wider far. 

At the same hearth-stone than is star from star ; 

Full often the page is held so near 

Our care-blurred eyes that it is not clear. 

And the thrill of a clasp has been sweetest felt 

Across the width of a continent ! 
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" Now where is your home ? " he asked again, 
But the tears fell down her cheek like rain, 
As she said : " Far over the Norseman's sea 
Are those who have kinship claimed with me." 

" Then haste," he cried. " With the morning's 

sun 
The work for your journey must be begun. 
Nay, never a negative must I hear ; 
I shall sweep all the paths of duty clear ; 
Leave all the mountain of care behind, 
Nor doubt that eyes shall be given the blind." 

A long, long silence, a rain of tears. 

Then a gleam of hope like the sun appears. 

" Would you stay ? " she said, " till I came again, 
And make my going like noon-day plain ? " 

" I would stay, till his heart to you should call, 
* Come back ! come back ! and forgive me all ! ' 
Then Doubt shall vanish and Peace shall stay 
A guest in your beautiful home alway." 

She looked in the depths of those clear kind eyes, 
And saw that he read, through all disguise, 
Her heart's sore pain. Yet never a word 
Betrayed how his deepest soul was stirred. 
But he stood like a sentinel, calm and still, 
Till she answered, in perfect trust, "/«/////" 
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A smile that she scarce could understand, 
Lit his noble face as he clasped her hand, — 
A smile that passed o'er a quivering face, 
And left it white with a chastened grace. 

" I dare not think of our loneliness, 

Yet how small the price for your life's redress." 

He left her then, but a strange delight 
Throbbed through her every vein with might, 
That the world had opened so wide her gate. 
That friendship had brightened the threads of fate, 
That he knew her pain, but that loving both 
He could shield intact her heart's pure troth. 

Then the key of the heart was used again, 
For, passing the window she saw two men 
Who walked together : She gathered true 
That Gerald the threatening danger knew. 
That willingly he would bid her go, 
If the wave would bring to her cheek the glow ; 
And a glance at his anxious, moistened eye 
Said he scarce was ready to see her die. 
And the Stranger wisely strict silence kept 
Of his plan to waken the love that slept, 
But gravely and kindly agreed to wait 
With his friend till Edith returned elate. 

So she left her nest like the flitting bird. 
And the Stranger came for his parting word, 
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And if strange mysterious chords were stirred 
In the depth of his being no voice was heard ; 
But she saw one gleam of that sinless love 
Which the angels feel in their realms above ; 
Nay, that which is known to human souls, 
On the heights where no wave of passion rolls. 

So brave with the royal will to do 

Only that which is right and true, 

He said " good-bye " with never a sign 

Of a truth which was written between each line, 

For love had grown in his inmost soul ; 

But his was a manly self-control, 

That would scorn to reveal it by word or deed, 

Where nought but friendship the heart might feed. 

Like brothers, she saw them turn away, 

While her eyes, with more than the ocean's spray, 

Were moist, but withal she knew full well, 

With that friend at court, 't was her marriage bell. 

Sundered by sense wedded hearts might meet 

On the heights of trust with love replete, 

And a sympathy broad as the heaven is high 

Gave her the courage to live or die. 



Now the friend, like a surgeon wise and good, 
Took note of each symptom and understood 
The restless manner, the frown, the sigh, 
But said not a word as the days passed by. 
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At length one day, as alone they sate, 
In the lonely dwelling in formal state, 
The summer gone, and the autumn wind 
Sighing and soughing through every blind, 
Said Gerald : " To me it is passing strange 
The liking these women have for change ; 
Why Edith seemed glad as a child could be. 
To brave the perils of tide and sea. 
Though the force that drew was a broken chain, 
Of friendship's scattered, so few remain. 

" I used to think I was all in all. 

To the foolish girl, but a solid wall 

Seemed growing between our souls of late. 

Can it be that she now regrets her fate ? 

She has written but once, a stately line. 

As if from duty. This wife of mine 

Must be sadly changed from her girlhood's ways ; 

Then every breath was a breath of praise. 

" Why, I used to read in her blushing cheek 
The words of love which she dared not speak ; 
But her beautiful eyes were soon cast down. 
To hide from my sight the furtive frown. 
That gathered whenever I failed to prove. 
By words most idle, my husband-love. 

" Oh, no ; she has spoken no word of plaint. 
Yet over her nature is some constraint. 
You have seen the shadow, and know the trend. 
Do you think that in aught I could make amend ? 
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I have given her diamonds and pearls and gold, 
But something is lacking ; her heart is cold. 
Yet' have I not done all a man could do ? 
I could almost wish I were/r^^, like you." 

" Free ! " said the stranger, with flashing eye, 

" Free ? yet you dare to question why 

That child has fled from your icy heart ! 

You have slain her love ! — Nay, you need not start. 

You have all but chilled to the very tomb, 

With your frowns and your selfish moods of gloom. 

You thought her loyal forevermore. 

And so her nature you trampled o'er. 

You have made her a beggar within your gate. 

And thought that your coflFers could conquer 

fate ; — 
Reverse the picture, were hers the gold. 
To you by the thousand million doled ; 
You would shrink from its glare as from serpent's 

tooth. 
Unless it embodied the love of youth ! 
You have bound her by fetters hard and strong, 
But love will fly from the gyve and thong." 

" Indeed ! " said Gerald, with flaming cheek 
And angry gesture, " the words you speak 
Reveal a passion beyond control ; 
Fool, that I did not read the whole ! 
I see she is naught but a flattered child, 
A changeling with each new face beguiled, 
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And yours the latest! I know at last. 

Go clahn the treasure ! Yes ; hold it fast ! " 

" How dare you, Gerald ! *' the Stranger cried. 
" How dare you ! the soul of your saintly bride 
Must shrink and shiver ; the arctic breath 
Must reach her and drive her down to death ; 
The very billows that surge and roll 
Must bear this taunt to her gentle soul. 
Why, the doors of friendship, so wide till now, 
You have bolted and barred by the marriage vow. 
In the silent depths of an arctic well 
You thought that a sensitive soul could dwell ! 
For the wife of your bosom I intercede. 
As pure as an angel in word and deed. 

" Oh, the tenderest heart that ever beat 
In human bosom, beneath your feet 
You have trampled blindly and laid it low, 
Because it so blindly loved you — so 
You dare to wish you werey>*^<?, forsooth. 
When your lips have slandered her loyal truth ! 
Aye, pierce me with angry glances through. 
I have dealt in truth as a friend should do ! " 

He had risen in anger and walked away, 
But, glancing backward, returned to say : 
" Forgive me, Gerald, I love you both. 
And would shield with my life your heart's pure 
troth. 
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Ah, he who would hold a maiden's heart 
Must make his soul of her own a part. 
A husband should be like a mother true, 
As constant, as gentle, as tender through 
The wondrous union that God has blessed, 
As emblem of Heaven's untroubled rest." 

There was something in Gerald's altered mien 
Which touched and softened, the hidden sheen 
Of a falling tear-drop ; his head bowed low. 
Which told that the springs had begun to flow. 
Which would one day water affection's flower. 
And wreathe with blessing this dismal hour. 

Long into the night while Gerald slept, 

The Stranger his lonely vigil kept ; 

For his was a nature ardent, strong, 

And it seemed that his heart would burst erelong 

With its hidden fire, which had leaped to flame. 

With the thought that this union was but in name. 

" He sighs for freedom, ah, me, ah, me ! 
He has never loved who would fain be free. 
The ice of his nature has chilled her own, 
Erelong it had turned it into stone. 

" 'T is the same old story of convent walls. 
Where the cloistered inmate waits and calls. 
Beats with all force the solid stone 
Which has buried it there alive, alone ; 
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But the wall shall break and the soul be free, 
And rejoice in its heaven-born liberty ! " 

When the morning hastened, so calm and still, 

He made his way to the distant hill. 

And Gerald with wonder marked him well. 

As one who warded a dreaded spell. 

For he paced like a sentinel to and fro, 

Yet the soul of his anguish none could know. 

O'er the waves of passion that rolled so high, 

He had striven and gained the mastery. 

And the quiet of Heaven's abiding rest 

Like the dove of peace had found his breast 

Now, free from the mood of yester-night. 
Quite ready was Gerald each wrong to right, 
And grateful, moreover, for words that proved 
The earnest truth of the friend he loved ; 
To meet him went hastening across the plain. 
With a face like the sunshine after rain. 
Which sought his blessing ; — then arm in arm 
They traversed the path in the sunshine warm. 

Said Gerald : " In sleep I dreamed last night 
That Edith had died ! Her cheek so white 
Was pillowed within the deep recess 
Of a coffin-lid. Oh, the bitterness. 
The anguish, the pain, the loss I felt. 
Would the hardened heart of a stoic melt ! 
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" O God," I cried, when the morning broke, 
" Have I chilled her heart? (the words you spoke); 
Is she dead to m« in the distant land, 
Banished from home by my cruel hand ? 

" / saw that you loved her. Your look betrayed ! 
For a moment I writhed. Swift lightnings played : 
With the sword of a thought I had pierced you 

through, 
But I looked in your eyes and I read you true ! 
But the dart of that lightning cleft amain 
The total blindness from heart and brain. 

" Think not that I blame you,/t was no mischance, 
You have not sinned by a single glance ; 
And though you have suffered, I know full well 
Your strength might conquer the powers of hell : 
Nay ! her life in my eyes new grace hath gained, 
By regard of * the stranger* entertained. 

" I shall bless forever the one who knew 
Her worth, her goodness, and brought to view 
My own lost blessing — oh, not too late, 
To woo as her lover, to seek my fate. 
To fly on the wings of the morning o'er 
The billows that part from yon distant shore, 
And bring again to its own home nest 
The poor lone bird which has left my breast ! " 

Then like light of Heaven on the prophet's brow 
Shone the kingly face of the Stranger now. 
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" God speed ! my brother, she loves but thee, 

And not too late is this victory. 

The light of your new-bom trust I hail, 

It wraps me round like a coat of mail, 

For the truth of your words I needs must own. 

But the pain is vanquished, the passion gone. 

" True, many a mountain stream is led 
By tortuous paths from its mossy bed, 
The rocks of circumstance oft impede 
The onward course of the high-souled deed. 
And the cage of the heart is closely barred 
Only when love keeps watch and ward, 

" So let this embrace be our last good-bye, 
And here let our hidden secret lie. 
Swift speed your vessel by tide and wind, 
But I shall have sailed for the plains of Ind 
Before you return to your native shore ; — 
Nay, hinder not — you have peace in store. 
*T is only by this I can surely prove 
For you and for yours my perfect love ; 
And true to my trust I can only be, 
With ocean spaces *twixt you and me. 
But with hearts unsundered, my brother, friend, 
And faith unswerving till time shall end." 

THE LETTER. 

One letter the Stranger sent, 't was this, — 
To Edith, foretelling her future bliss : 
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" The quiet of lonely days has wrought 
A change that is scarce too dearly bought ; 
Though all have suffered and all could tell 
Of bitter though loyal tears that fell. 

" No pardon I ask, for full well you know 

My words were to save you needless woe. 

I saw two hearts of the noblest mould. 

The ocean of doubt between them rolled ; 

While a golden strata that neither knew, 

By its chilling waters, was hid from view. 

To one, love's language was ever strange. 

But no disloyalty meant nor change ; 

One shrank in pain from the weary days. 

Which had fulness of blame, but a dearth of praise. 

" No marvel the bird could hardly sing, 
When the fetter of fear had bound its wing ; 
That the rose no sweetness around it threw. 
Which never drank of the evening's dew ; 
That the fair spring bud no life could feel. 
Crushed by such fate's unconscious heel. 

" I knew that absence, like ebon night. 
Would bring all the wealth of stars in sight ; 
That a new and wonderful maiden grace. 
Would bloom each day in your absent face ; 
And your deeds of kindness and words of cheer 
Through the pulsing silence would reach his ear. 
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" But another danger I feared still more, 

That bade me urge to the distant shore : 

That the star of your wounded love would set, 

In the fathomless darkness of regret ; 

If it might not rise in the firmament 

Of a cloudless trust ere the hours were spent. 

" I have found it true, that beneath the snow 
Most fair and beautiful blossoms grow ; 
The binding crust has been swept away 
By the rains of a dark and dismal day ; 
And the cherished blossom that now appears, 
I send you fresh with its dew of tears. 

" He writes, and will follow his letter soon. 
Your life will dawn in a fairer June ; 
From the mists that shrouded your morning skies 
The sun of a brilliant day shall rise. 

" Now pardon, if once again I write 
Warning words, as a brother might. 

" If a frown should darken his brow again, 

Kiss it clear. 'T is a fault with men 

(I grieve while I needs must own the truth). 

That for tears or sighs they have scanty ruth ; 

None the less if those tears are born 

Of their own unconscious, thoughtless scorn ; 

But stereotyped grows never a frown. 

That love's fond finger oft smooths down. 
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" Another. Heed not each slight rebuff ; 
They are made of contradictory stuff, 
And what the most one day may please, 
May be the next's antipodes. 

Gather thought's gold from her secret mine, 

For Heaven has lent you a power divine, 

But heed lest a too absorbing care 

Drive not love to its hidden lair. 

And now farewell ! I might love to look 

Once more in your face as an open book, 

And read by the light of my nature's lore 

The page of its guileless truth once more, — 

But it may not be. I must sail to-day 

For a home three thousand miles away, 

Whither I go as ambassador 

To treat with a great and kingly power ; 

But Gerald will bear my thanks to you 

For the sweet home blessings that held me true. 

And whether on Asian wilds alone. 

Whether in Afric's burning zone. 

One spot shall this sacred honor claim, 

The home that was given me in more tb?tn oaro^t" 

THE REVERY. 

Edith dwelt upon all that the Stranger said, 
How the secret of both their hearts he read, 
And in the peace of that home retired 
She thought of all that had yet transpired, 
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How, searching most secret depths to findy 
The introspection had made her blind, 
And hidden was all the wealth and grace 
Of their common life by a sunless face. 
What had she done in the years gone by, 
Could love be bought by a tear — a sigh ? 

Then a whisper tempted : " Can love be bought ? 
Is that love worth aught save which comes unsought ? 
What was his promise through weal, through woe, 
Is it / who once hindered the flowers to grow ? " 



" Nay, tempter, avaunt ! " she cried in haste : 
" Life is too precious. The years I waste. 
Has ever my love its wealth revealed ? 
Have I not kept it a mine concealed ? 
How could he know what bound my tongue 
When the tenderest words upon it hung, 
Had I not urged each doubt to stay 
Which a braver soul might have laughed away ? 



»> 



How drear by her absence his life had been. 

Had she not dreaded her faulty pen ? 

She might have been keeping both hearts in tune. 

By sending, how often, love's sweetest rune. 

And through a rain of regretful tears 

She found the lover of girlhood's years, 

And quick envy felt of the cruel sea. 

With its leagues and its drear immensity. 
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Lo ! the door was opened before she knew, 

And scarce believing what met her view, 

But springing to welcome a fond embrace, 

She stood with that lover face to face ! 

And the tear-stained cheek and the heart opprest 

Were clasped to a husband's tender breast. 
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THE STRANGER GUEST. 

PART II. 
Mother : 

E'en yet I think of those days of rest 
As a strain that floats from the distant west. 
When one in closing his eyes to sleep 
Is thrilled by melody soft and deep, 
And sinks to a realm of beautiful dreams. 
While life is seen through Aurora's beams. 

Daughter : 

mother, dear mother ! The truth I knew, 
For I felt the thrill of deep feeling through 
Each leaf of a life. By these flowing tears 
You know full well 't is my heart that hears ; 

1 knew that the story was all too true, 

That the joy and the sorrow both came to you ! 
But what, oh, what of the stranger friend, 
You have not told me yet the end ! 

Mother : 

One memory more, on that bitter day 
When the light of my life had passed away. 
When in deepest anguish my heart was bowed, 
A stranger followed the mourning crowd ; 
My eyes were too blinded by tears to see, 
But long, long after *t was told to me. 
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That a wreath was laid on the pulseless breast 
By the hand of that brother who loved him best. 

I have stood by the sea when an undertone 
Up to the listening shore is thrown, 
Of some wild and terrible midnight storm, 
Though each wave is kissed by the sunlight warm. 
I have lingered through hours on the moistened 

sand, 
Which those frantic, billowy arms had spanned. 
In meditative and wistful mood, 
As if its moanings were understood. 
Thrilled with the voices of shore and sea, 
As they chanted in weird antiphony. 
Though dawn had promised her smile of peace, 
And a cloudless blue with the storm's surcease ; 
Though each crest was kissed by the sunlight 

warm, 
There lingered the tremor of tide and storm, 
As if the heart of the mighty deep 
Kept a ceaseless moaning e'en in sleep, 
Though the rush of the wave and the tempest's 

blast * 

And the thunder's anger were overpast. 

Daughter : 

Nay ; weep not, mother ! no life so pure 
As thine. Such Iovq will for aye endure, 
When the little day of our life is o'er. 
It will live again, aye, forevermore. 
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Mother : 

Then I thought, for my heart, by grief opprest, 
Had its moaning mood with the sea's unrest. 
That over the ocean no tempest rolls 
Unmatched by the passion of human souls, 
That the anguished throes which a heart may feel 
No after sunshine may wholly heal ; 
And though wind-swept depths may repose again, 
Though quiet may come to the heaving main, — 
Like ocean's plaint to the constant shore. 
There is sense of grieving forevermore. 
— ^Yet had those waters been always calm, 
Would we miss the tones of the perfect psalm ? 



Daughter : 

Cheer ! cheer ! my mother, upon your brow, 

Is scarcely a wrinkle even now ; 

I fail to find that your fourth decade 

Has ever a line of silver. made. 

I go from your arms, but I scarcely fly, 

Away from sight of your gentle eye, 

A life of peace is before us yet, 

And far, far past is the old regret. 

But what, once more, of the Stranger friend ? 
You have not told me even yet the end ! 
I shall bless him aye for the days of cheer, . 
He brought to the heart I hold so dear. 
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Was he not God's messenger sent to you, 
To bid yoQ both to yourselves be true ? 
Does he know that the flowers of peace are worn 
On the widowed breast by sorrow torn ? 

Mother : 

Read this ; 't is an act of kingly grace, 

In one who has never seen your face ; 

" To your * baby girl,' now a woman grown, 

I send a gift for her bridal morn, 

'T is a rare long-treasured Indian gem, 

To gleam in her wifely diadem." 

Daughter : 

How beautiful ! How its sparkling white 
Gleams and glows in this shadowed light ! 
But the donor, his face shall I never see 
To thank him again for my Love and me ? 
Did he find an angel with whom to wed. 
Or has he back to thc^e angels sped ? 

Mother : 

Seldom in all this score of years 

A word or a line from his pen appears ; 

Never a wife has shared his heart, — 

Nay, he is married to his art. 

And the worth of his noble name has lent 

A lustre to our fair continent. 

You would start, perhaps, if that name you heard. 

For in every home *t is a household word. 
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But ere this moon shall have passed away, 
He will come, my love, on your wedding-day ! 

Daughter : 

Ah, then, my mother, your life will bloom 

Once more in beauty. The darkling gloom 

Of the past is vanquished. " The Stranger 

Friend " 
Will win and bless you till life shall end ! 

Mother : 

Nay, never ! Oh, speak not such thought, my 

child. 
Breathe not such treason : by nought beguiled, 
To hold less sacred through all the years 
The love that has been baptized by tears. 
One love Heaven blesses, but never more. 
And the past is past, though so blotted o'er. 

Oh, the flower of friendship can never grow 

If clasped too close to a heart, I trow. 

For its petals wither, and faint, and fall 

If held by our human love in thrall ; 

But a sympathy broad as the heaven, intense 

As the sun in its midday influence. 

Has been my guerdon through earthways trod, — 

Shall be mine when I reach the hills of God ! 
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TO MY HUSBAND. 

T^WO years to-day, beloved, 
-■• 'T is just two years to-day, 

Since by thy side 

A trusting bride, 
I scanned the mystic future vast, 
Where, as in horoscope were cast, 

The joys, the fears, 

The hopes, the tears. 
That waited in my way. 

And like the flowers, beloved. 
The little loving flowers, 

That reach their arms 

Where sunlight warms, — 
Where soft and golden rays enfold. 
And shield them from the dark and cold, 

So did I see 

My sun in thee, — 
My light in those lone hours. 

And now two years, beloved. 
Two years have sped away ; 

Yet those dear eyes. 

So kind, so wise. 
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Look down with glance as sweet and true, 
As when I gave my heart to you ; 

I only know, 

They fonder grow 
With every passing day. 



Thou too hadst wept, beloved, 
Sorrow thy heart had riven ; 

The cold, cold bier 

Held forms so dear ; 
And I have grieved thy griefs to know. 
And said, If love can soothe thy woe. 

That love is thine, 

While life is mine ; 
'T will perfect grow in Heaven. 

In that far world, beloved. 
That world of which we dream, 

No blight can fall. 

Nor grief enthrall ; 
We shall not feel the shuddering fear. 
The nameless dread that chills us here ; 

Nor need to pray. 

The hours to stay. 
Lest partings may be near. 

God help us, my beloved. 
To keep the narrow way ; 



\ 
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All ill to shun 

Till life is done. 
That when the first shall say farewell ! 
The lone one may respond, 'T is well ; 

And sorrow's night 

Be gemmed with light, 
Precursor of the day. 



/ 



Foreboding. 179 



FOREBODING. 

A WAY, sad angel of the gloomy brow, 
^^ Whose pinions sweep the light from porch 

and vine ; 
I fain would hear the soft, melodious flow, 
The rhythmic pulses of the early spring, 
Without the plaintive minor thou dost sing. 
Away, away ! most precious gems are mine. 
But God has given them, priceless gems of love. 
Placed on my heart for truest, tenderest keeping. 
Should He recall them to His trust above. 
Might He not clasp me in my bitter weeping. 
So close that pain-throbs might be soothed to rest ? 
Such grief hath babe upon its mother's breast. 
Avaunt ! thou sable wing, and let me see 
The Goody and not the /// in life for me. 
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BOON OR BANE. 

/^UR lives are tragedies. We sleep, we wake, 
^^ We shudder with affright as any babe 
That seeks its mother through the empty dark. 
And why ? Lest some mimosa tendril of our love 
Be ruthless trampled in the dust and slain. 
Our very benedictions show our fears, 
Our greetings bear a sharp foreboding sting : 
We say "^^<;^-moming,** lest it should be ill 
Before the evening's close ; or fond "^^^-night," 
Lest in yon dark mysterious slumber-land 
Some foe to peace should near in ambush lie ; 
We wish a ^^ glad new year," lest in the folds 
The petal folds, that wrap the days and hours, 
Some grief should lurk to blight it ere it bloom. 
O human love ! art thou a boon or bane ? 
No boon if bounded by this little life 
Thou sink'st engulfed at being's futile close ; 
Blest boon if lighted by Heaven's altar fires, 
And made immortal through the gift of faith ; 
Blest boon if thou hast power to draw from Heaven 
For earthly needs the manna of thy life. 
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MOTHERHOOD. 

T CARE not for thy coming, gentle sleep ; 

"*■ Go softly, breathe upon the couch of pain ; 

But leave with me this plenitude of joy, 

My heart is filled with song. The low refrain 

Circles again to sadness, e'en to tears, 

As do all heart-songs with their human pain, 

And faint, far murmur of foreboding fears. 

Go, syren, sleep ! One brow is crowned to-day, 

One bends above a tiny, white-robed form. 

And whispers soft, " My child^ my child! " to hear 

The sound float out upon the silent air ; 

She strokes the velvet cheek, the silken hair, 

And showers her kisses on the placid brow ; 

And from her heart escapes a voiceless prayer, 

For God is near, oh, very near her now. 

If, with this boon, such all absorbing bliss 
Should rouse each sense to wakeful ecstasy, 
What, Mary mother, meant such gift to thee ? 
What reverence must have lingered in thy kiss ! 
Gleamed aureoles above that baby head ? 
Or did'st thou shudder as the thorny crown 
Of future weaving cast its shadows down, 
Light-footed joy by sorrow oversped ? 
Did*st hear the ministry of angel-choirs, 
And worship with them as they bent the knee ? 
Thou might*st have knelt beside love's altar-fires, 
Yet trembled not at love's idolatry. 
O mystery divine ! Christ-child of love, 
Breathe 6n my babe thy spirit from above ! 
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THE BIRTHDAY 

^^ How old are you, dear ? 
" One, two, one, two." 
Are the words I hear. 
And a smile beams out from eyes of blue^ 
That thrills the mother's spirit through. 

Two years to-day ! 

They are years of pearl. 
That have kept for me 
My gentle girl, — 
Nay, diamonds set in purest gold ; 
Deep mines are they of wealth untold. 

I hear e*en now 

Those fairy feet 
Keeping rhythmic time 
To her laughter sweet ; 
And softer far than the voice of birds, 
She is trying to lisp her love in words. 

Back, rushing tears, 

To your fountains deep ! 
Oh, what in my heart 
Should bid me weep ? 
From the fount of joy do they swiftly rise. 
To flood my heart and overflow my eyes ? 
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Or is it the fear — 

The shudder sent 
With the haunting words 
" She is only lent ! " 
Oh, I dare not sound the fathomless deep 
Of that pain-in-joy which bids me weep ! 

O God, my God ! 

To me she is given 
And mine, still mine, 
On earth or in Heaven. 
But I pray that my human heart may wear 
The precious flower Thou hast planted there. 
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"GOD KNOWS." 

On reading the storj of the ill-fated vessel that sank near 
the coast of England. The only body found was that of a 
baby, which was buried near the shore, beneath a marble with 
the inscription, ** God Knows." 

T FOLD my birdlings soft and warm 
'■' Within their sheltered nest ; 
Yet shudder as the gathering storm 
Comes sweeping from the west. 

My baby's tiny hand I hold ; 

But aye her form so fair 
Gives place to one like marble cold. 

With sea-weed in its hair. 

Nay, wake not with my tears, sweet child, 

Heed not my close embrace ; 
I see through all this tempest wild 

That white, beseeching face ! 

God knows how long the mother's arm 

Kept its instinctive clasp, 
And held her darling close and warm 

From Death's remorseless grasp. 

God knows if yet the heart bereft 

Beats with its life-long pain ; 
Or if, far down 'neath rocky cleft 

Her wasting limbs remain. 
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God knows just where the turf is spread 

Above that tiny mound ; 
Who are to us the nameless dead 

Within His Book are found. 

Do not His holy angels wait 

About each lowly tomb, 
As softly as at bier of state 

In mausoleum's gloom ? 

God knows the why of every pain, 

Of every anguished throe ; 
He heeds, doubt not, each wild refrain 

That bursts in waves of woe. 

God knows, and though hope's silver rift 

Be far the clouds above. 
Sweet thought, my babe, we cannot drift 

Beyond his boundless love. 
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MY FATHER. 

TV/T Y FATHER ! what a world of meaning lies 
IVX Wrapped in those words ! Bright pictures of 

As in kaleidoscope, revolving fast, [the past 

Through infancy, through youth, before my eyes. 
Here are the colors, gold and red, of joy ; 

And here the sun-flecked gray of common days, 

The sombre black of grief whose shadow stays, 
To give life's perfect measure of alloy. 
The tinted lights of wedded comradeship. 

That won the father-blessing " It is good " ; 

The holy fear and hope of motherhood, 
With prayer-thought of its own from heart and lip ! 
Resolved all shades in one harmonious blue 
Where light of faith and love and hope stream 
through. 

My Father ! God has blessed thy fourscore years ! 
A heart that no adversity casts down, 
A blameless life that wears religion's crown ; 

Upon thy placid brow Heaven's peace appears. 

The balm of healing sympathy is there ; 

No sorrowing one e'er came to thee in vain, 
Each heart sore grieved was to the Master ta'en, 

With sweet uplifting to the gates of prayer. 

I would some limner might on canvas place 
The gloried hair, the light that lingers now 
In rapt expression over cheek and brow, 

And hold forever that beloved face ! 

O ye who try to doubt, come, read the triith ; 

Come, see — old age ? No, see immortal youth ! 
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THE MOTHER'S DREAM. 

*T was but a dream, and yet so strangely real. 

A LL day upon my breast a cross had gleamed, 
'^^ With its three magic letters, " In His Name,** 
This symbol stirred my latest waking thought. 
To plan some helpful deed for human weal ; 
So when I slept, thought's apt continuance 
Impressed this picture on the quiet mind ! 

I thought once more this hallowed soil was pressed 
By foot divine ; that earth her King received, 
And gave Him kingly homage, — not as when, 
Upon the shores of sacred Galilee, 
He walked among a faithful honored few. 
Now all men flocked to hear His sacred words, 
And earth grew young again beneath His smile. 
And sounds of war and strife were heard no 
more. 

I thought that with familiar step he came, 
Even to our homes, and swiftly all our fears, 
That such exalted, heavenly purity. 
Would put our human weaknesses to shame. 
Were banished ; and we listened rapt and still, 
To His clear words of wisdom, grace, and love» 
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And still I dreamed, that while with happy thought 

Beside my little ones at work one day, 

Listening the while to their sweet, artless glee, 

My youngest lamb, my little fair-haired girl, 

Left playing with the rest, and softly crept 

To her accustomed seat upon my knee. 

To hold sweet converse on the much-loved theme. 

Scarce from her lips had passed His name, when lo. 

One stood beside us of such noble mien. 

Such majesty and grace, and yet withal, 

A countenance so full of tenderness, — 

So full of sympathy with human love. 

That even my child sprang from her mother's knee 

And hid her face, all wreathed in happy smiles. 

Upon that sacred breast, there closely held. 

I saw her there, clasped in a close embrace, 
But ere my lips could frame the earnest wish. 
The vision vanished ! I was left alone, 
And startled into restless wakefulness. 
While night's dark curtains wrapped me in their 
folds. 

So strangely true. 

Seemed still to me this vision of the night, 
That with maternal fears alert, I sprang. 
Towards the couch that held my darling child, 
For vague unrest and dread had filled my heart, 
Lest God e'en then had called her spirit home. 
And thus my dream had sad fulfilment met. 



r 
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But there she lay asleep, the flush of health 
On cheek and brow, and while I proudly gazed 
A smile came flitting o'er the parted lips, 
As if she talked with angels, or with Him 
Whose loving arms had been her place of rest. 

Beside that couch I knelt 
And prayed she might be kept from every stain 
Of sinful passion, — that those sacred arms, 
That love divine might be her shield from ill, 
And then, in that still midnight hour I gave, 
By consecrating vow, my child to God. 



TO F- 



T 1 rOULD that the glorious morning, 
^ ^ Passed not away so soon ; 
Would that the clouds of warning, 
Never might dim your June. 

But withhold the soul from scorning, 

Keeping the heart in tune ; 
And gather the pearls of the morning, 

For the wealth of life's afternoon. 
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THE ANGEL OF SORROW. 

■^ 1 riTH pallid cheek, and awed, averted face, 
^^ I lifted deprecating hands to Heaven, 
And prayed with all my soul the angel dread 
To pass me by, and leave unharmed the fold ! 
Near and more near she came, until her wing 
Swept o'er the threshold. Sudden faintness seized, 
For e'en the shadow of her ebon robe 
Brought darkest midnight, with all midnight's 
fears. 

Awaking from the swoon I saw a face 

More beautiful than ever yet was born 

Within the cloudlands of poetic thought. 

Which bent above me with its lustrous eyes, 

Dark with the shadows of reflected tears. 

Trembling I tried to grasp the uplifted hand 

That seemed outstretched to touch the cradle bed 

Where lay my babe, endeared a thousand-fold 

By days of alternating hope and fear, 

And cried, with all a mother* agony, 

" Oh, pass me by ! O Sorrow^ pass me by ! " 

" Look up ! * she softly said. " The shadow dread 
Has passed. Go, kiss the lips that were so white, 
And win the roses back to cheeks of snow ! " 
Then, as she spake, I knew my guest was Love, 
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Entranced I listened to her burning words : 
" In Heaven my name is Love. *T is only when 
I cleave the air of this terrestial sphere 
My name is changed to Sorrow, and my wing 
Grows dark and strange with earth's reflected 
gloom.*' 

" But why, O Love," I asked, (for I must speak 
The sweet new name), " oh, why is sent 
Such embassy from thence in sombre guise ? 
Art thou ne'er seen save through the lens of 
tears ? " 

She placed her hand upon my pleading lips 
In token of the mystery of pain : 

" The speech of Heaven can ne'er be understood, 

Nor perfect light by any avenue 

Conveyed from Heaven to man, though here and 

there 
Are star-gleams that emit a feeble ray 
From Infinite to finite. God's designs 
Angels ne'er seek to know." 

" Canst tell me, then, O Love, — for I would take 
Thy lesson to my soul, — why camest thou near 
With hand uplifted, crushing to the earth. 
Then lifting to the heaven of happiness 
This throbbing heart, now joyously elate ? " 
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" That ye might know my form and learn to look 
On Life's vicissitudes with brave, true heart ; 
I cannot always bring surcease of grief ; 
But Peace, my sister-angel, follows fast 
Where'er I lead, and God's encircling arm 
Enfolds the lone and stricken one so close 
That all the throbs of pain are soothed to rest. 
As is the child upon its mother's breast. 

" There is a Sorrow that assumes my name. 
But is the child of crime. Well mayst thou shun 
Her form with loathing. *T is not from the skies. 
But from the foulest depths of sin she comes, 
To darken and pollute the face of earth ; 
Riot and carnage follow in her path ; 
Falsehood and envy her attendants are. 

" But all the warring spirits swiftly flee 
At my approach. (Canst by this star-gleam see. 
Faintly, God's purpose in the gift of pain ? ) 
See, Falsehood hide his head, and cower beneath 
The skirjg of Envy. Bold-browed Pride, abashed, 
Shrinks out of sight, all withered by a glance ; 
Fierce Jealousy can never bear my gaze. 
And stealthy Fraud, eluding dungeon walls. 
Has knelt, an abject coward, at my feet ; 
While Sympathy and heavenly-minded Peace, 
With all their sister graces, fill the home 
With holy fragrance from celestial fields. 

" I go," she said ; " farewell ! but dread no more 
The angel Sorrow, for her name is Love." 
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THE NAME OF GOD. 

A BLUE-EYED maid stood wistful at my desk. 
^^ " What is it, darling ? must you have my pen ? 
' No ! * Here, this pretty paper folder then ? 
Still * No ' ? Your wishes, Love, reveal to me ; 
For half my kingdom I would grant to thee. 

" * Just this small corner of the smallest drawer * ? 
AVhy, certainly, my love, this little space. 
For dolly's wardrobe will be just the place ; 
And your small hand so oft unwitting weaves. 
Some threads of gold to bind among my sheaves." 

One day, with curious gaze I peeped within 

The guarded space and found — what think you, 

there ? 
No garments folded with doll-mother's care ; 
But oh, how holy was the ground I trod, 
Enshrined, alone, I found the Name of GOD ! 

With Persian prophets holy impulse stirred. 
To give to name of Allah reverence due. 
This darling babe has, all her childhood through. 
With reverent, loving care enshrined that word. 

Oh, none but heart-held pen inspired by love 
Could find its page this sacred drawer above ! 
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THE FLOWER-GIFT. 

T is withered and old, 
Its bloom is fled ; 
You wonder, O friend, what thought I fold 
Away from sight with its drooping head, 
And what strange fancy, by this is fed ? 

'T was a baby hand 

That placed it there ; 
(Nay ; she clasps no harp in that far-off land. 
Nor gathers the flowers of life up there ; 
No wound your questioning word lays bare. 

No hope could bloom 

My life anent ; 
That true, my heart were a grave of gloom ! ) 
See ! yonder the baby-girl I meant, 
Tossing the leaves by summer spent. 

'T was a day passed by 

That dawned in pain ; 
I woke to find a life-hope slain ; 
The pen scarce dared new heights to try. 
Its best, but faltering prophecy. 

To my desk she sped 

Her face alight ; 
Tripping over each word she said. 
Compassing never a noun aright, 
She brought this blossom to help me "a/'//<f." 
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So leave the flower, 

Though withered and old ; 
In its scented depth lies a hidden power, 
A fond, high hope doth each petal hold, 
*T is a germ of life that its leaves enfold. 



INSPIRATION. 

T FOUND within my desk to-day 
-■• A bright new pen of gold, 
A sweet surprise of love it lay 

Twin sister of the old. 
(Wee artisans, all deaf to clamor, 
Had used the old one for a hammer.) 

I can but feel a pang of pain, 

Those broken points to see ; 
How know I that the new shall gain 

Ripe fruits from friendship's tree ? 
Or gather lore from lips of sages, 
Or heed my bidding o'er the pages ? 

But 't is the heart the pen inspires. 

And who shall seek to know 
How purely the refiner's fires 

Have made the metal glow ; 
If it but light the vital spark 
To flash out truth-beams through the dark ! 
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ILLUMINED. 

I. 

T^HE Sabbath light was streaming 
-*- Through softly tinted pane, 
O'er aisle, and fretted chancel. 
Lighting the holy fane ; 

Throwing a golden glory 

Around the preacher's chair ; 
Kissing lips that devoutly 

Murmured the tones of prayer ; 

Playing among the ringlets 

And waves of clustering gold 
That graced the brow of my darling, 

Nestling within the fold ; 

Flooding me o'er with gladness. 
As if from the Father's throne. 

While peace from the heart of the Saviour, 
Rested within my own. 

II. 

Waking from fancy's dreaming, 
To look at the preacher's face. 

And listen to words of wisdom. 
As the service wore apace, 

I saw a picture of beauty. 
That held my soul in thrall, 
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Till preacher and book were forgotten — 
Forgotten the service all. 

A cluster of purest lilies 

Crowned by a rose half blown, 
With a delicate vine of ivy 

Around the white vase thrown. 

One ray through the window stealing 

Enshrined them every one ; 
And through some prism refracted 

Gleamed like another sun. 

Oh, strangely the picture bore me 

To that lowly manger bed ; 
For it seemed like the softened halo 

That beamed o'er the Saviour's head. 

Then I caught and clasped the fingers 

That were pointing out the sign. 
For I saw that the blue eyes kindled. 

As they swiftly followed mine. 

III. 

Ah ! how eagerly she listened, 

•In my arms, at daylight's close, 
When I told what the lilies symboled, 

And the meaning of Sharon's Rose. 

I know not the text or sermon 

That fell on my ear that day. 
But the lesson of flower and sunbeam, 

Will dwell on my heart for aye. 



198 Day Lilus. 



TO A DOUBTING HEART. 

T DO not love my babe the less 
^ For her sweet helplessness. 
Nor that she knows not all my plans 
Her gentle life to bless. 

Naught ask I but that love's fond smile 

May beam from' lip and eye. 
Content to know that time will show 

Her powers that dormant lie. 

God does not ask that we should solve 

The mysteries of time ; 
Without our aid he can evolve 

His purposes sublime ! 

Should this dear babe, with doubting strange, 

Question each precept taught. 
While high above her narrow range 

Dwelt love's benignant thought ; 

How would I wait with griefs surprise 

For gentle faith's return ! 
O doubting heart, through human guise 

Thy Father's spirit learn. 



\ 
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THE MOTHER HEART. 

T DLY I reached my hand 
^ A rosebud from its parent stem to grasp, 
But something whispered " might it feel Mj^pain ?" 
Then swift as thought my hand released its clasp ; 
And branch and floweret sought their height 
again 

Beneath the forest shade 
Where branches bent within my careless hold, 

I found a marvel, lo ! each larger leaf 
Did close its tiny emerald enfold ; — 

I stayed my hand, might it not feel my grief ? 

Through flower, and blade, and tree, 
Aye through all nature though inanimate, 
I heard the beating of the mother-heart, 
Because my own heart's loss had been so late, 
Hope's gentle hand could scarce relieve the 
smart. 

One day an unfledged bird 
With wounded wing fell fluttering in my way. 

Gently I placed it in its own home nest ; 
Again it fell, while foes in ambush lay, 

I caught and held it to my sheltering breast. 
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I saw the mother's grief, 
Yet could not bridge the gulf and bid her know 

By speech or thought, how much I felt her pain, 
I needs must save it from the ambushed foe ; 
The deed was love though all her hopes were 
slain. 

Then with a flash of light, 
The blindness vanished from my wondering eyes, 

God could not tell me why my bird was ta'en, 
He can but look sweet pity from His skies, 

And fold it close till it is mine again ! 



Waiting. 201 



WAITING. 

/^UT through the dark and rain, 
^-^ Out on the dismal night ; 

I look from my window's warmth and light, 
My face against the pane ; 

And my heart rebounds 

As a footfall sounds 
Its measured beat through the winds refrain. 

Nearer the footstep comes, 

And the curtains I draw aside, 

That the ruddy light from his own fireside 
May welcome my dear one home. 

Now beat, O rain ! 

And ye winds, complain ! 
He is safe at last from the blinding storm. 

Ah me ! should I see the day 

When to cross the threshold o'er, 

That form should return again no more ! 

No bield* the storm to stay, 
No love to fold • 
From the distant wold ; 

How could I grope my weary way ? 

* Shelter. 
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Ah ! should I one day see 

A change on the living face ; 

Should smiles, to frowns severe, give place, 
No sun would shine for me, 

No birdling's song, 

The groves among ; 
No answering voice of melody. 

I would rather the heart were still, 

And lying beneath the mould. 

Than its fitful beating, strange and cold, 
Should awake in mine no thrill. 

For the flower of love 

Shall be found above. 
That distrust of earth doth never chill. 

Beloved, I often pray, 

That I may be first to go. 

'T is a strange, a selfish wish, I know, 
But I have thought alway 

That at yonder gate 

I should list and wait, 
Just as I have for you to-day ! 
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PROPHECY. 

A WINSOME child of summers four, 
^^ Waited beside the open door ; 
Her slender form all quivering, 
Like birdling with uplifted wing, 
Just poised to find its place of rest, 
The haven of a loved one's breast. 

The loved one came, but toil's affray 
Had driven all gentler thoughts away ; 
He saw no glimpse of pained surprise, 
Of quivering lips, of brimming eyes ; 
While all her heaven was overcast. 
As care-absorbed, he mutely passed. 

" He does not love " — ^her plaintive cry — 
" He does not love ! oh, tell me why ? " 

Nor could she smile, till all her fears 

Were quelled by his responsive tears ; 

Then Hope, the clouds came struggling through, 

And kisses sealed the bond anew. 

Dear babe, thy horoscope I read ; — 
That tender heart full oft will bleed. 
Those trustful eyes will overflow 
In swiftest sympathy with woe ; 
Will read earth's language of deceit 
In faces just as fair and sweet. 
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A shrinking spirit's impotence 

In all the arts of self-defence ; 

By misinterpretation's pain 

Each pure aspiring thought be slain ; 

O God ! let not a soul so fair, 

Grow adamant, its wounds to bear ! 

The gift, all other gifts above, 
To gild thy life, immortal Love — 
Its birthright pain will bring to thee, 
And discords jar life's harmony ; 
And yet some discords, blending, roll 
In symphonies that thrill the soul. 

O child ! that near my heart hath lain, 
If mine to thee, this dower of pain, 
Be mine the sympathy to heal. 
Lest wounded heart should turn to steel ; 
Be mine to blend each jarring strain. 
Through all its range of joy or pain. 

Be mine, whose every look and tone 
Can find its answer in thine own. 
The guardian love that intercedes. 
And gathers store for all thy needs ; 
That leads thee upward, strong as fair, 
And sweet as strong, life's ills to bear. 
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« BESSIE." 

[Opening a casket of jewels.] 

T) ESSIE, with your dimpled arms, 
"■-^ With your sunny hair, 
Do not seek for borrowed charms, — 
Gems, however rare. 

Cannot add a single grace, 

You, yourself, the pearl. 
With your laughter-loving face ; — 

Keep it so, my girl ! 

One day you may hold a heart. 

Can you understand ? 
Will you take it part from part 

In your tiny hand ? 

Heart's best keepers are the blind, 
(They reproof can spare,) 

Shut your eyes, dear, ere you find 
Some are false as fair ! 
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THE SNOW MAN. 

T LOOKED from my window an hour ago, — 
^ My darlings were making a man of snow. 
Over the ponderous body rolled, 
Gathering substance fold on fold. 
While two sweet girlies with shout and glee, 
Turned to the window and called to me ; 
And they hailed the fondly answering smile 
Which the pane threw back to them the while. 
For all their laughter would lose a part 
If echoed not from the mother's heart. 
Over and over he rolled and rolled, 
Scarce forming a man in nature's mould, 
For in spite of efifort and shout and cheer. 
He would keep growing a perfect sphere. 

" Now what shall we do — oh, what shall we do?* 
And the good dog echoed the question too ; 
And the wit and wisdom of three combined 
No plausible " Scheme of Man ** could find. 
" I know," cried one, " we will roll a head, 
And then roll separate arms," she said, 
" Then stick a nose on the front of his face, 
And make his ears and his mouth in place." 
And the dog approved with his great brown eyes, 
And barked right out in his proud surprise. 
So the mother stood with nod and smile, 
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As she saw the growth of the stately pile, 
Till at last the urchins crowned him king, 
And bent their knees to the lifeless thing. 
But the noon-day sun, refulgent spread, 
Prone on his shoulders the spurious head, 
Then the arms fell off, and the kingly face 
Melted and failed in swift disgrace, 
Till the sphere was a soiled and sightless thing, 
And the babes had lost, too soon, their king. 

Then the mother stooped low o'er needle and thread 

To hide from too watchful eyes the dread, 

And to dash from her cheek the sudden tear 

Lest their fair young lives might be mirrored here. 

And Clotho swiftly her shuttle threw. 

As the question was pondered ; alas ! too true. 

How often love gathers the flakes of snow 

To cloak the blackness that lies below ! 

How the image grows, while the perfect whole 

Is still as distant as pole from pole. 

How love omnipotent then creates 

From its own strong life the form that waits — 

For the soul that no heavenly power awakes, — 

For the smile that ne*er o'er the marble breaks^ 

Till the poor heart breaks in its grieved surprise. 

And love with its wasting image dies. 



\ 
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THE ACROBATS. 

'X* HERE were Mildred, Elsie, " Darling," and Bess, 
-*• Four little maidens the world to bless ; 
Four little sprites who laugh at care. 
With never a moment of time to spare. 

Two of the four were the mother's own, 
Two of the four, their friends, long known ; 
Each two well mated, a double span, 
If fun were in order they led the van. 

I have found them perched in the orchard trees, 
Where with doll or story they took their ease ; 
I have found all four on the attic roof. 
And have left them there without reproof. 

I have found them, amateur acrobats, 

Their curls all flying, without their hats. 

On some high old branch, with their "sandalshoon" 

Finding a pathway to the moon. 

And I did not chide them for all their glee. 
But laughed at their daring and left them free, 
For strength of muscle and rounded limb. 
They had stored for the future when eyes grow dim. 

They felt that their gambols would lose a part. 
Without response from the mother-heart, 
And ever looked deep in her eyes to see 
The light of an eager sympathy. 
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And once, when the quartette came to call 
In long-trained robes that were none too small, 
With bonnets and veils and borrowed plumes, 
Each trying to cover her rosy blooms. 

The mother, in well-feigned mock amaze. 
To see the friends of her youthful days. 
Said (absently), " would n't they stay to tea ? " 
How deafening then was the shout of glee, 

As they heard her say in such rueful tone. 
She could scarce remember their names each one ; 
And I doubt to this day if they ever knew 
That she guessed at their ruse till they " told her 
true." 

You have never endured life's strain or stress. 
You have had your fill of child happiness. 
You are growing in favor with God and man. 
And the chart of the future I may not scan. 

But live in God's sunshine, day by day, 

Just as you have in the past alway ; 

Look aye for the brightness, and shun the gloom, 

Let the flowers of peace in your pathway bloom. 

Be blithe as your comrades, the birds, that sing. 
That gather life's sunshine while on the wing ; 
So if constant and gentle, tender, true. 
Two worlds have blessings in store for you ! 
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QUESTIONINGS* 

XT AY, my torment and my pleasure, 

**• ^ Interweaving toil with leisure, 

Go, resume thy quiet sleeping. 

Back into thine alcove creeping ; 

Duty claims my pen to-day, 

'T is no signal for thy play. • 

Fancies that were skyward tending, 
Thoughts in rhythmic cadence blending ; 
Chains far up in ether hidden. 
Thou hast dashed to earth unbidden, — 
Themes on nature's mystic law 
Banished by thy tiny paw ! 

What ! no quarter ! Saucy creature, 
Mirth in every feline feature ; 
Fun suppressed thine eyes are glossing, 
Fun thy graceful head is tossing. 
Come, then, pussy, thine the day. 
And thine the field ; lead on the play. 

Now in sad disorder lying. 
Papers like the snowdrift flying ; 
Children, wild with such commotion, 
Plunge into the foaming ocean ; 

* Lines addressed to a kitten, whose favorite resort \s an al- 
cove in a writing-desk. 
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While the dog, with great brown eyes, 
Deigns to look in mild surprise. 

Deep 'mid all the hopeless litter, 
Eyes like basilisk's that glitter ; 
Darting now at golden tresses, 
Waiting now for love's caresses. 
Child and kitten madly play ; 
Mother, watching, blithe as they. 

Now the frolic all is over ; 
Round me, evening's shadows hover. 
Study hours have bound me longer. 
Yet, it seems, my soul grew stronger 
By the restful change and glee 
Babes and pets had brought to me. 

In their night-robes, white and flowing. 
Soft pink arms about me throwing. 
Both my babes " good-night " have spoken, 
Said their prayers in accents broken, 
Which would bid the tear-drops shine 
E'en in sterner eyes than mine. 

Now to desk and pen recurring — 
Up jumps Pussy, softly purring. 
Asks my pardon for intruding. 
Nestles down for thoughtful brooding ; 
Oft with mild and loving face 
Looks from out her hiding-place. 
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Not content with recognition 
'Mong the tomes of erudition, 
Leaps she fondly to my shoulder, 
Pleads a moment there to hold her, 
Rubs caressingly my hair ; — 
Love's own language sure is there. 

Fido, too, with stealthy glances 
From the fireside slow advances ; 
On my knee his head reclining, 
Modestly his brown eyes shining ; 
All his canine soul I see, — 
" Hast no word of love for me ? " 

Yes, good fellow, here *s my token. 
That our friendship is unbroken. 
Take your hand ? oh, yes, forgive me, 
'T was an oversight, believe me. 
Now go back beside the fire. 
Lest I feel the Muse's ire. 

Sleep at length on all is falling. 
Dreams of happy hours enthralling-: 
But, alas, beyond rehearsing, 
Gone, my former theme's discoursing ; 
Other thoughts have filled my brain, 
Thoughts that bid me pause again. 

Comes a feeling — call it idle, 

Ye whose fancy's flight would bridle, — 
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Germs of future life beholding 
In these forms of lower moulding ; 
Lave^ however dull its shrine, 
Claims an origin divine. 

Effluence from the mighty Giver, 
Say, why breathes it not forever ? 
Find we no fair realm of spirits 
But which human soul inherits ? 
Ye who ne'er for truth have sought, 
Mete not Power by finite thought. 
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A WELCOME .♦ 

f^ O where we will, the distance is not great, 
^-^ 'Twixt beings unestranged. This little world, 
Measured by moments, compassed by a thought. 
Is gathered in the hollow of His hand. 
And " Near " or " Far " are almost synonymes. 

A friend may pass to lands beyond our ken. 

May traverse leagues of space, o'er mount or mead. 

But at some section of the circle's arc. 

He hearer comes again, for like our love, 

A circle hath no end. O blessed sphere. 

That art not endless in thy longitude. 

For so the heart that strayed might find no path 

To lead it homeward, but go blindly on 

Through nameless continents and boundless space. 

Round this great circle, Thought's telegraphy 
May .pass without reserve from soul to soul, 
Through subtle, buoyant atmospheric waves, 
Which circle on and on o'er shore and sea. 
Arrested only by the object sought. 

And now to these fair wanderers returned. 
We give our greetings fond, with clasp of hand 

* Read at the Aldine banquet, held at Johnstown, 1889, in 
honor of the return of their president from abroad. 
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And joyous welcome home. How wide the range, 

How long the way o*er which thfeir feet home sped ; 

But whether climbing snowy alpine heights, 

Or skimming glassy lakes in Switzer vales, 

Or toiling up the rugged Scottish " bens," 

Or resting by their "lochs" in sylvan shade, 

Or whether to the eastward or the west, 

Or north or south, some loving thought would find 

Their place of rest and bid them think of home. 

For this we know. 
In every severance of friend from friend, 
In every clime, that o'er the dial's disc 
Of this whole earth, at morn, or n6on, or eve, 
Lovers shadow-finger in its ceaseless sweep. 
Somewhere points true I 
Nor is it thought too strange a parallel 
To liken life to such unending chain 
Of limitless continuance, — that Heaven from earth, 
Is not so vast a space as some might deem. 
Perchance some greater circle undefined. 
By mortal ken, which crosses once our path. 
And when some intersecting arc is reached ; 
Time merges in a vast eternity. 
And souls live on, scarce conscious of the change ; 
Yet dimly conscious of a dream of space, 
A journey — a return — a blessed home — 
And friends that wait on the familiar shore ! 
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MALCOLM. 

PROLOGUE. 

T N wedded life 't is the sum of bliss, 
^ If wedded mates are agreed in this : 
Though love's sweet sunshine be all in all. 
That mind shall never be held in thralL 

In every soul is a depth unknown 
To every other. No plummet thrown 
In the laughing fountain can gauge the sea. 
No thought can fathom immensity. 

So if each to other will yield the power, 
A right of difference — ^best marriage dower,- 
And lovingly ever will bend to find 
The hidden life of the soul enshrined ; 

No garden of earth so fair and sweet 
As the garden of home with faith replete, 
No flowers like those at the altar blest, 
That bloom immortal at love's behest. 
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MALCOLM. 



PART I. 



* "/^UR poet-laureate comes to-day," 
^^ Dear Malcolm said, recalling 
In playful caustic mood the way, 

While mingled tears were falling ; 
On the pathetic page we read, 

Our hearts within us burning ; 
" Our poet-laureate ! ** we had said, 

From tears to smiles returning. 

Malcolm : 

Yes ; he arrives this very day. 
Our highland breezes seeking, 

And all the mountain folk, they say, 
Are loud his praises speaking. 

I reckon, when he prowls about, 

Some inspiration seeking ; 
My " rhyming bride " he '11 find, no doubt, 

Her sympathy bespeaking. 

For poets are a roving lot, 

And, like the bees to clover. 
Instinctive find the honied spot. 

And other bards discover. 
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Our inn, methinks, is somewhat tame, 
'* Mine host " a rustic gallant, 

The tabU'd^hdte achieves its fame 
For what it lacks, I warrant. 

He, bom and bred an Easterner, 
Who sails 'neath Harvard banners^ 

May somewhat underrate, I fear, 
Our Occidental manners. 

Laura : 

Oh, may we not invite him here f 
Dear Malcolm, think how lonely 

That wayside inn — ^so cold and drear, 
To meet with strangers only ! 

[Then Malcolm laughed and said with glee, 
With mock surprise and pity : ] 

Malcolm : 

How could you entertain," (quoth he,) 

This regent from the city ? 
He who has been in many lands, 

The courted and the feted ? 

Laura : 

Well, dear, to reason, then, it stands, 
With such things he is sated. 
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Malcolm : 

Then how converse with such as he 
Who sees so many fairer ? 

Laura : 

But I could listen well, you see, 
A gift by far the rarer. 

Malcolm : 

We boast not e'en a silver um. 
He sees all tables glitter. 

Laura : 

Ah, how his strong, true soul must spurn, 
All fashion's senseless litter. 

Malcolm : 

Suppose a king should pass this way, 
My love, would you invite him ? 

Laura : 

Aye ; an* he proved a " king of clay," 
I promise you I 'd slight him ! 

McUcolm : 

Suppose 't were Milton come to stay 
At our good inn away there ? 

Laura : 

Shakspeare or Milton, — Malcolm, nay ; 
I *d let their ashes stay there. 
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But we take stock in living men, 
Whose living hearts are throwing 

Fresh pulse-beats into every pen, 
With hope and fervor glowing. 

Malcolm : 

He may be either old or blind. 
Or young as an Apollo. 

Laura : 

The thought of age we only mind. 
For fewer books to follow. 

Young ! Have we trod these paths below, 
And stumbled o'er their boulders 

So long — we look not back, nor throw 
Just one glance o'er our shoulders ? 

Malcolm : 

Suppose he grows a trifle cross. 
To check your admiration. 

Laura : 

Rejoice, and whisper tnter-noSy 
Scarce ready for translation ! 

Malcolm : 

They '11 say you ask him just for airs, 
You '11 hear of it by Sunday. 
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Laura : 

O fie ! when neither of us cares 
A fig for " Madam Grundy." 

Malcolm : 

Suppose I ask, and he refuse, 
And thus I fail to send him ? 

Laura : 

He need not even say " excuse," 
For we would comprehend him. 

Malcolm : 

Then, if he comes, [a sigh] farewell 

To chats with us two only ; 
You *ll ask each minstrel here a spell. 

Who seems a trifle lonely ! 

Laura : 

Now, Malcolm, dear, you ought to see 

That we have intuitions 
Not learned by any Rule of Three, 

Or logical positions. 

We need not gloat o'er many a page, 

With disquisitions seeming ; 
To know the heart-life of our sage, 

Through all poetic dreaming. 
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We know the hearts that choose to roam. 
Hearts that would scorn our offer ; 

Would we give them the glimpse of home. 
We to our Poet proffer ? 

There may be half-a-dozen men, 
Whom pomp can never cozen ; 

And you, dear, and that other one. 
Are two of the half dozen ! 



[So Malcolm laughed, but lingered still, 

A worn-out saw repeating ; 
That " when a woman will she will **; 

From this there 's no retreating.] 

But that strange smile on lip and brow, 
As he a tune went humming ; 

The rogue has seen the man I trow, 
And knows that he is coming ! 

He thought perhaps I might complain, 

Anent his interceding ; 
So kindly gave me all the rein, 

And bade me do his pleading ! 



Now, maidens, what shall we do first ? 

Come hither, Jane and Janet ! 
(No minature rebellion curst 

With woe our little planet). 
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Go, Jane, well air the " prophet's room," 

And set the curtains flowing ! 
Let sunshine drive away the gloom. 

Wide open shutters throwing ; 

And Janet, set your viands down, 

White bread and golden honey ; 
E'en royal guests may sometimes own, 

All is not bought with money. 

Who cares for silver ? Let me throw 

These vines around the vases ; 
While roses in the centre glow, 

A fig for fashion's traces ! 

Now let me coil my braids again, 

A glint o* fashion gie them ? 
No, no ; 't is Malcolm's taste, and then. 

What other eye will see them ? 

But smooth two golden heads of hair. 

And don their aprons dainty ; 
Give passing touches here and there. 

To objects plain or quaintly. 

What though these plain old walls are free, 
From " Rubens " and ** Murillos " ; . 

What though we chance to be at sea. 
About some small punctilios ? 



2^ Digy Lilws, 



tlL[=.k3 some lirrle rhjTige &dik those 
itizhr erea gi-re cne pLeasarei 
W?.o 31 lit be - ^TL& to death " with 
Of cverr ihaxi^e and measmcL 

Thar r.Trnan heart has h:iman needs. 
Or else I mfss mj g^icssing ; 

Mi'hich. Arctic splendor nerer feeds, 
Nor all of fame's caressing, 

Andirhy, when one has climbed so high 
That meeds of praise pursue him ; - 

Should all on feeble pinions fly. 
Ere ercr they might view him ? 

Why, toiling should h€ climb the hill, 
Parnassus' heights descrying. 

If every dunce might plnck a quill 
From Pegasus in flying ? 

Why point a puny telescope. 

Or speak through tube pneumatic. 

When olive leaves of love and hope, 
May fold o'er joys ecstatic ! 



Now take the needle, precious steel, 

That in its magic flying 
Spins fairy threads for Clotho's reel, 

The shreds of homespun tying. 
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Child: 

What is a poet, mother, say ? 
[An answer, how obtain it ?] 

Mother : 

My love, one will be here to-day. 
And he will best explain it. 

But still the question comes again, 

Of hers, " What is a poet ? " 
Straightway I think of nine or ten 

Would say at once " We know it." 

Would point to you some rhyming lout 

Or flighty poetaster. 
Whose brains, if e'er they blossomed out. 

Had faded in disaster. 

And hold him up a flnger-post, 

" Beware ! " upon it written. 
But what you should beware the most, 

Or where the plague had smitten. 

Whether if Scylla you escaped 
Charybdis* force would ground you. 

Or whether yawning chasms gaped 
On every side around you ; 

Ask them, they neither know nor care. 
But " higher aims *' eschewing. 

Declare no time have they to spare ! 
Such idle craft pursuing ! 
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{First Exiur Cwiik .-) 

(To 3»car — ) Cocac pre dac sskk a vbn; 
Asd liioi pcT^ps jtn H know iL 



oaae v3x> sajs^ 
Behsld, Tiihout misaoaaer, 
A trae asd fair ep-hosoe 
Of Dastc or of Hoimcr ; — 

Bj prophet Ego bli::clT led. 
And deaf to clanking fettos^ 

I tdl you 't is a q^iadniped, 
We spcU mik JkU three UOtn i 



{Seccmd Editcr Critic .-) 

Naj, but it is not always so ! 

[Speaks out a milder critic ;] 
For e'en a child may sometimes know. 

Nor reason analytic, — 

The birds that sing from those that croaky 
The notes that yield us pleasure ; 

The smart-weed from the statdj oak. 
The trifle f rran the treasore. 
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Some light from vast Promethean fires 

We see remotely burning, 
That lit the torches of our sires, 

For loyal truth's discerning. 

At times, perchance, a lightning spark 

From clouds electric charging, 
May still come flashing through the dark, 
Each vision's sphere enlarging. 

To cheer and lighten hearts of woe, 

Within the shadows lying, 
To bid them reverent glances throw, 

Far upward. Heaven descrying. 

Sometimes a poet is a man. 

The best of God's evangels, 
A being who in Nature's plan 

May rank among the angels ! 



But leaving all the noisy host 

In endless disputation, 
Who honors or dishonors most 

The craft in our fair nation. 

Fair Clotho throws to me a thread 
From out the homespun seaming. 
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Clot ho : 

Though some are dark and somber threads, 
See this with diamonds gleaming, — 

With this I braid the laurels fair 

My poet's brow adorning ; 
The eyes of love may see it there. 

But not the eyes of scorning. 

The eyes of love may see full deep 
Through all life's hard conditions, 

The eyes that scorn can only weep, 
And lose all life's fruitions. 

That love — may see and gather out 
The gold from life's dark river ; 

That scorn — may strain and delve without 
One tiny grain forever. 

It is the eye of love alone 

That sees life's varied faces ; 
With heart of love that yields its own 

To blot out sorrow's traces, — 

Just then she snapped her thread in twain, 

And vanished in a twinkling, 
For Malcolm had returned again^ 

As I had gained an inkling ; 
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From out my hand the needle flew, 

To give most ready greetings ; 
And with it all my fears went too, 

Of chill, Icelandic meetings • 

One look into those eyes of gray, 
With inward gladness beaming ; 

I saw the diamond band that lay 
Upon his forehead gleaming ! 
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MALCOLM. 



PART 11. 



The days passed on — the summer sped, 
Our guest, with health's renewing, 

Sought out the paths where duty led, 
His own loved art pursuing. 

He said as light of heart, he feigned 
His last " good-bye " addressing : 

" Ye have the stranger entertained, 
And God will grant his blessing." 

Said Malcolm, with the ready smile. 
His eyes with friendship glowing : 

" And *t was * Their Angel,' here the while, 
Sweet gifts of hope bestowing." 



And so we watched him out of sight. 
With love that fondly lingers. 

While two sweet maidens robed in white 
Threw kisses from their fingers. 

So came again the common days, 
With round of common duties ; 

But somehow, all our homespun ways 
Had taken on new beauties. 
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Malcolm, more tender and subdued, 

More courtly in his seeming. 
Yet just the same gay, gentle mood 

With mirthful gladness beaming. 

Song, with guitar accompaniment, 

" Ah no, that little word good-bye, 

So often sadly spoken; 
Why should it yield a single sigh, 

The chains of life unbroken ? 

" That friendship's gold is pure that stands 

The test of Time's dividing. 
Through storm-beats of all other lands, 

Still changeless and abiding. 

" Why heed the partings when we know 
Our footsteps homewards tending, 

Why note the different paths we go. 
Together at the ending ? " 



Laura : 

But, Malcolm, once I dreamed V was you 
That such good-byes had spoken ! 

Then straight to those strong arms I flew. 
With voice that sobs had broken. 

He smiled through tears and tenderly 
As first my husband lover. 
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Malcolm : 

Ah Love, you see, your poesy 
Real facts will scarcely cover. 

You theorized, 't was not so bad, 

Good-byes to keep repeating, 
That we and our beloved ones had 

A common place of meeting. 

But when you thought that long, long years, 
Might bring no glad renewing, 

And that the blur of parting tears 
Might hide our own fair viewing ; 

You thought it might be full as sweet 
[Though friendships are immortal (?) ] 

If now and then those friends might meet 
Upon this side the portal ! " 

Laura : 

Do you remember one who sings, 

Of eager Fancy's flying. 
And see in all familiar things 

The romance underlying ? 

She lays her finger over all 
Life's hard and plain allusions, 

Her wings bear upward when we fall, 
And hold from sharp contusions. 
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Malcolm : 

[Then Malcolm said with gayest smile,] 

*T is but for once my darling ; 
I *11 -scorn the office den awhile, 

With all its din and snarling. 

Your conversations I would know ; 

Not seeking full confession, 
But light on all our past to throw, 

Of truth to gain possession. 

He really tried to make me think. 
Your fancy's wing was sprouting ; 

I vowed I *d clip it there, and link 
To tether folds of doubting ; 

He said — but this was on the sly, 
He never thought I *d breathe it. 

Nay, 't is no sword for vanity. 
When I in scabbard sheathe it. 

THE poet's song. 

" We mate with bird that seeks the sky, 

Or bird that seeks the clover ; 
If with the first we fail to fly. 

The last — ^too plain a rover ; — 

"Why seek to bind our singing lark. 

To .ground-bird duties only ? 
Or our sweet wren force through the dark, 

Of regions high and lonely ? 
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" If lark, then list her raptured strain, 
And hail her fond returning ; 

If wren, then find the golden vein 
Hid from our first discerning." 



We gathered then each priceless gem 
Of friendship's fair begetting, 

And each by each we counted them 
And gave them golden setting. 

Sometimes the pleasant souvenir, 
Through prism of tears was gleaming, 

But oftener far through sunbeams clear, 
Of mirthful lustre beaming. 

Malcolm : 

[Then Malcolm] How with you and me, 
His robes of power disdaining, 

No laughing boy from school set free 
Could be less care-retaining. 

The mountain churls will own, I trow. 
However else they scrimp us, 

He might be taught to hold a plow. 
On other than Olympus. 



Laura 



Four little hands that chair of state. 
With much Sclai and laughter. 

Have grandly placed where last he sate. 
To stay for aye hereafter. 



( 
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" He loved us so, Mamma," said one, 
The other chimed in pleasance. 

And so our shadow guest sits down 
A dear remembered presence. 

Malcolm : 

Beware of sudden sword-thrusts then, 
That shadow presence slaying ! 

[But Malcolm's joyous smile again 
Belied the harsher saying.] 

For when among your books one day, 

I found you both so cosy, 
And saw the light of laughter play 

Upon your cheek so rosy ; 



I said : " Confound that foreign chap, 
With all his vain romancing ; 

I wish a sudden thunder-clap 

Might come and send him prancing. 



»> 



I knew just how you *d sympathize 
(For I had been all through it). 

And sympathy is love's disguise 
If rightly you would view it. 

But when I saw your little rhymes 
That set the neighbors chaffing, 

My jealous steed I caught betimes, 
And scarce could speak for laughing. 
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Laura : 

^yxtyou had locked my heart, you see. 

Yet, if you closely press me, 
The lips of song own magic key 

That aye says " open sesame." 

Yet why invoke the mighty Thor, 
His wrathful orbs awaking, 

You scarce could blame a poet for 
" Poetic license " taking ! 

Malcolm : 

Then, love, I had a doubt again 
(I must make full confession). 

That now you *d fairly wed your pen, 
And give me scanty session. 

I might come home to see you blue^ 

All laws of home defying, 
And all my toes see daylight through 

That saucy poet's prying. 

Laura : 

I saw it, dear, the Mer de Glace 
Could look no more like melting, 

Yet watched the mood most swiftly pass 
Beneath his genial pelting ; 

How pleased, he told you, you would be. 
If travelling, sad and lonely, 

A sort of * tame menagerie * 
For men to stare at only. 
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Some one (like you) should come the while, 

With genial locfk, and smiling, 
And at his cottage hearth awhile 

Detain you, care beguiling ; 

And when, in language sweet and pure. 

To strains of pathos sinking. 
Deny it not, I saw, I 'm sure, 

Those very eyelids blinking ! 

You did me wrong, tho', when you thought 

My pen and I were wedded ; 
Come, traitor, to the block be brought, 

And promptly there beheaded ! 

Whene'er you bring your craft, and, through 

Expostulation, pounding ; 
See witness, court and jury, too, 

These quiet haunts surrounding. 

You *11 find me on Parnassus' hill, 

Or up in cloud-land harried. 
For you would never miss me till 

You had the verdict carried ! 

No, Malcolm, dear ; I love the pen, 

Each cabalistic letter 
Has charms I dare not tell, but then — 

I love my husband better. 
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(Full well content was he to find 
His every fear unfounded ; 

But still my eye was not so blind. 
But other depths it sounded.) 

Laura : 

You thought I reached to him a hand 
While up the ladder climbing ; 

And that, unwilling, he must stand 
To hear my little rhyming ? 

Have ever I for coat of mail, 
Of manly armor, sorrowed ? 

Who hath no wings can never scale 
Far heights on pinions borrowed. 

Each scroll had in yon fire been thrown, 

Its greedy famine slaking, 
Ere friends were made a stepping-stone 

For some great undertaking. 

Malcolm : 

To him you left some things untold 
Of all my jealous foaming ; 

Lest I left lonely in the cold. 
You, fields elysian roaming ? 

Laura : . 

All, Malcolm, all. Full well I knew 
What every one had told you. 

I saw the heart, all censure through, 
And did the dearer hold you, 
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When all came down with loud demurs 

Euterpe's songs berating ; 
When faults were mine, you thought were hers, 

That might have marred our mating. 

I could not blame, nor love you less, 

But grieve she had not won you ; 
*T was but the stately martial dress 

Stern hands had thrust upon you. 

Malcolm : 

Ah, I shall tell how brave you Ve been 

Through all your patient waiting, 
He could but blame me, had he seen 

My moods of jealous hating. 

Once, while I slept, you sought your pen, 

I woke without a warning ; 
You thrust it in the embers then. 

For terror of my scorning. 

Laura : 

But dear, no fire nor flood has power 

Upon the tuneful Muses ; 
They scale the wall at midnight hour, 

When sentinel refuses. 

They came and kissed me in my sleep, 

That midnight hour beguiling ; 
They bade me smile, they bade me weep, 

With all their tender wiling. 
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They pointed to the dark blue skies 
That seemed so far and lonely ; 

And seer-like, with heaven-opened eyes, 
Where first were planets only. 

Surprised, I saw the fiery steeds 
That speed on love's commissions, 

That bring the balm for human needs 
Through all our life's conditions. 

They said : " Heed not the sacrifice, 
But curb the spirit's yearning ; 

Do well what just before thee lies, 
*T will bring thee best returning." 

But, Malcolm, you are weary now 

Of all this tame addressing ; 
Come, let my fingers stroke your brow 

With gentle, fond caressing. 

Malcolm : 

Nay, nay, but tell me dearest one. 

And never call me weary. 
The shade was — what / might have done^ 

To make your life more cheery. 

Laura : 

Hush ! hush ! such lover never breathed. 
You never dreamed of scorning \ 

I told him how my brow you wreathed. 
With chaplets of adorning. 
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And also, how you twined with these 

The closest analytics ; . 
How dotted Vs and crossed the /V, 

The most severe of critics. 

Yet kind, for when her shadowy mood 

Sought deep interpretations ; 
You caught the strain and interlude 

In all its faint vibrations. 

Malcolm : 

Perhaps, at first, ah, yes — I know. 

How laughter hale resounded ; 
When first enquirers came, to show 

How far my ship was grounded. 

He 's ta'en a wife cum onere, 

Unskilled in economics. 
She may pronounce the Zuyder Zee, 

Or mount to astronomies ; 

But prithee, how to hold a broom. 

Or how to wield a duster ; 
She is a novice, I presume. 

And I shall never trust her. 

Then how, one day, a motley throng 

Of these epodic sinners 
Came down upon you twenty strong, 

And came without their dinners ! 
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How every door you op'ed that day 
Their eyes went peering after 

(Her grace was in the cellar way. 
Perched high upon a rafter : 

Had I not seen your manuscript 
Thrust there while you were churning ? 

My precious girl, forgive, forgive, 
My cheek with shame is burning.) 

They sought her in the cakes and pies, 
Through sweets and custards ploughing, 

In idle questions and replies, 
Each one, to find her vowing. 

They sought her in the cups of tea 

In hope of fate's rendition, 
Entoiling neither you nor me. 

How rang my Epinicion. 

Promptly, I should have drawn the bridge 
That home's portcullis falling 

Might e'en behead them on the ridge 
Of inquisitions calling. 

Promptly, I should have given them fire. 

Our fort of home assailing. 
And make all targets who conspire 

To try their powers of scaling ! 
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Laura : 

Dear Malcolm^ hush, no thought forlorn 

Shall fill you with confessing ; 
If aught e'er felt your heel of scorn, 

'T was but for Right's redressing. 

A day stands out before me now 

E'en yet replete with pleasure, / 

When throbbing pulse and aching brow 

You soothed with rhythmic measure. 

Sleep ne'er had touched an eyelid's fringe 

For days and nights together ; 
And every nerve would shrink and cringe 

At falling of a feather. 

Narcotics to the winds were thrown ; 

And, poet's treasures gleaning. 
You read in soft, low monotone. 

With hand-clasp intervening ; 

You soothed my brow with finger touch ; 

My cheek by kiss caressing ; 
Sleep ne'er before was wooed by such 

Adroitness of addressing. 

I think it called me from the brink 
- Of phantom Death's dominions ; 
How could my life in shadows sink, 
Upborne by love's strong pinions ? 
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And then, in convalescent days, 
When faces lost their pallor. 

Your eye would kindle with the blaze 
Of high poetic valor. 

How have you sought from Bible-bards 

Their holy inspiration ; 
In David's harp found rich awards ; 

Whole mines in Revelation ! 

Strange mirror of her " heart's desire," 

In Miriam's song discerning ; 
* Home-shrines grew radiant with the fire 
Around their altars burning. 

Ah, do I not remember, too. 
The thrill of strange emotion, 

When gazing, tears of rapture through. 
We scanned the unknown ocean ; — ■ 

That brought to us a tiny bark. 
With human spirit freighted ? 

Ah, life has poems, souls may mark 
When by true souls translated ! 
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MALCOLM. 

PART III. 

Containing a poetic medley. 

So hand in hand we sate that day 

Beneath a sky unclouded ; 
The only mist had passed away, 

Which home's soft azure shrouded. 

Still more to tell him I was prest, 
Of all our friend's conversing ; 

The sun that neared the glowing West 
Still witnessed our rehearsing^ 

But what cared we, though suns went down, 
Heart's-ease our care had lightened. 

Night ne'er could darken to a frown, 
Where joy's abandon brightened. 

Malcolm : 

Our pronouns, dear, are upside down. 
And come in strange declension : 

From third to first — you shall atone, 
For I am all attention. 

A note of every word and deed 
To memory's store-house bringing. 

How chanced it that he came to heed 
Your unobtrusive singing ? 



\ 
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Laura : ^ 

Some small constraint there may have been 

When we were left together, 
I thought you might have scorned your den 

Till somewhat cloudier weather. 

But this wore off by quick degrees, 
When, thought with thought combining. 

We each forgot attempts to please, 
And pleased without designing. 

Together we sought out the pearls. 

In poem and in story, 
That gleaned 'mong Browning's raven curls, 

In Milton's Allegory. 

Each living poet's brow we crowned 

With laurels, time defying, 
While those loved lyres that death had bound. 

Awoke in strains undying. 

I. 

We saw with. him who sweetly sings. 
While Heaven's pure light descrying, 

"The joys, the griefs that plume the wings 
Of fancy, skyward flying." 

2. 

How " Nature gives her handmaid, art. 
The themes of sweet discoursing. 

The tender idyls of the heart. 
In every tongue rehearsing." 
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Suchf idyls fell from Laureate's Up, 
Who king's heart care would banish, 

" Short swallow flights of song that dip, 
Their wings in tears, and vanish." 

4. 

Such swallow flights were ours above 

The sods that heroes cover, 
And strewn afresh were flowers of love 

" For parent, brother, lover." 

5. 

We felt the laughing breeze of May, 
That set the white flakes flying, 

And heard the maiden archly say 
Sweet words, her love implying. 

6. 

We said : " Endeavor is not vain. 

Reward is in the doing." 
That one fair price the vanquished gain. 

Is rapture of pursuing. 

7. 

Grieved, that Ayr's Robin felt the damp, 

" O' chill neglect an' a* that. 
His rank was not the guinea's stamp, 

He was a king for a* that." 
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8. 

That *' Happiness was bom a twin,'' 

We held in ardent measure, 
Yet mourned the bard who failed to win 

Her dual smiles of pleasure. 

9- 

We felt the rush, the whirl, the strain. 
While swift to shoreward pressing ; 

Saw that proud " roan " of dauntless mien 
Resistless fire possessing. 

io. 

Then with his master paused and wiled 

An hour by charmed fountains, 
At '* Glen Lake's " side our cares beguiled, 
Beside his sun-crowned mountains. 

II. 

^* Mnemosyne's child " is here, he cried, 

She told me her abiding, 
Euterpe fair, her mother's pride ; 

Go summon from her hiding ! 

Laura : 

Nay, she is gone, (I said, with tears,) 

But not with my consenting ; 
I 've loved her all these weary years, 

Her absence oft lamenting. 
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I She ne'er could find a haven here, 

Tho' Malcolm's love would shield her, 
On many lips she saw the sneer, 
Whenever chance revealed her. 

Poet : 

(Then kindly.) Show me every smart, 

And every wound of feeling, 
Mine may be the physician's art, 

That finds the balm for healing. 

(And Malcolm, then he led me on. 

Each hope adroitly wiling, 
Till tear-drops vanished, every one, 

Transfigured all to smiling.) 

Poet: 

I know the cry. " * A quill beshrew ! ' " 
Then o'er his features plastic 

Such infinite contempt he threw. 
In all their lines sarcastic. 

That all my fancy's flights were lost, 

In peals of healthy laughter. 
And thoughts in rhythmic chaos tossed 

Were wholly lost thereafter. 

Poet : 

How oft the (fabled) " midnight oil " 
Has measured thought's pulsations, 

To have some blind reviewer moil 
All fancy's fair creations. 
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We see the self-styled prophet wait 
With smile and look sardonic. 

And feebly give the rein to hate, 
From ambush maceronic. 



Some would-be theologian* points 

From out his circle narrow. 
And hopes to find loose armor joints 

For every il3dng arrow. 

A rhetorician's eyelids ope, 

Upon your imperfections ; 
And clothed in metaphor and trope, 

He drowns all introspections. 

" Behold my powers ! " he shouts, nor doubts, 

(His egotism sheathing,) 
That form alone, with said left out. 

Is animate and breathing. 

When all the foibles of the craft 

Our shoulders have to carry, 
What wonder that so long abaft. 

The wings of longing tarry ? 

Poet: 

So I've passed through the fire, you see. 
And may of fear disarm you. 



Malcolm. 251 

Laura : 

Ah, yes, but like the chosen Three, 
No tongue of flame can harm you. 

Poet : 

How sweet, he said, your words of praise. 
And smiled with guileless pleasure. 

Laura : 

To you, who walk in royal ways, — 
Yours, fame's unstinted measure ? 

Poet : 

Aye, sweet the praise we win from truth, 
Though praise of lip may follow ; 

The earnest pen finds scanty ruth. 
And fame itself is hollow. 



(He rose, and walked with thoughtful pace 
This theme most deeply pondering, 

While I, observing in my place, 
Was silent in my wondering.) 

Your words, (he said,) recall the time 
When youth and hope were glowing ; 

Parnassus' heights I sought to climb. 
All needful toil bestowing ; 
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I sought, but found that every gate 

Was barred, and doubly guarded ; 
I fought with giants Scorn and Hate, 

Each step by these retarded ; 

Yet these were on the lower steeps, 

And vanished as, ascending. 
Entranced, I saw the amber deeps, 

And Heaven above me bending. 

So faint not by the way, my friend, 

But all the heart-songs treasure ; 
One simple thought to you I lend. 

From Goethe's rhythmic measure. 

GoeMs Minster Window, 

" Look at it from the outer square, 

And it is only dark and dreary ; 
Your blockhead always sees it there. 

And swears its aspect makes him weary. 

" But enter once the holy portal. 

What splendor bursts upon the eye ! 
There symbols, deeds, and forms immortal 

Are blazing forth in majesty. 

" Be thankful ye who have the gift 

To read and feel each sacred story ; I 

But oh, be reverent when you lift 1 

Your eyes to look on heavenly glory ! " 



! 
I 
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Laura : 

If still your loving thought I claim, 

My Malcolm dear, untiring, 
He sought at length to know the aim 

My woodland verse inspiring. 



Poet : 



What is your thought he said of those 
Sublimest truths who trample ? 



Laura : 



I » 



I would be very loth to choose 

The light of their example. 
But mean you those who scoff at love, 

Their " higher aims " to follow ? 
Who try with cjmic pens to prove 

All friendship false and hollow ? 
Or those who fill whole tomes to show 

How the Almighty's planning, 
Evolved such countless years ago, 

Needs now our human scanning ? 



Poet: 



Both. (Then I saw within his eyes 
The hidden laughter stealing.). 

Would you with hoe of sacrifice 
Uproot the germs of feeling ? 
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Laura : 

Nay, I would till the arid soil 
For their more perfect growing. 

Nor think with hand profane to spoil 
The gifts of God's bestowing. 

Poet: 

Some hold that ties of home are weak. 
And might be fitly broken. 

Laura : 

From very dearth of soul they speak 
What aye should be unspoken. 

Poet: 

Some think it weak heart-life to show, 
And strong to check emotion. 

Laura : 

Such reticence the cloak they throw 
O'er macilent devotion. 

Poet : 

Some hold that e'en the " Gordian knot " 
Is but of earthly sealing. 

Laura : 

Hearts-homes are fled, if changed their lot, 
With every phase of feeling. 



Malcolm. * 255 

Poet: 

Lachesis does not twine for all 

The purple and the golden ; 
Some lives must feel the bitter fall. 

The blight of Eden olden. 

Laura : 

No life need bear its pain alone, 

But rainbow tints discover 
In friendship's prismic colors shown 

From suns the whole world over. 

God never made the world so dark ; 

Clouds are of Doubt's discerning, 
The poet's aim to fan the spark 

Of faith to brighter burning. 



Poet: 

Welcome these purest thoughts, (he cried,) 
Which woman's lips have spoken ; 

I hold it true that naught beside 
Bears such unchanging token 

Of Heaven's " well-pleaded " and " It is good," 

As hearts and homes united ; 
In Eden it was understood, 

And scarce in Eden blighted. 
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Oft I have known a bird's low stnun 
Point waning faith to Heaven, 

When all the preacher's words were vain. 
The soul so tempest-riven. 

Faith is the star that gilds the night 
That leads to peaceful hoping. 

And Heaven-taught hearts flash out the light 
For which the schools are groping. 

I hold it true that every line 
Which makes man's duty clearer, 

Interpreter of love's design, 
That friendship renders dearer, 

Is part of God's benignant plan, 
To keep the world's heart holy, 

And whom he calls to lead the van 
Among the great'or lowly. 

And vests with power to break the seal 

Of Nature's illustrations. 
That soul should be too great to feel 

One throb of scorn's pulsations. 
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. MALCOLM. 

PART IV. 

The Revery, 

When Malcolm's head sank deeper down 

Among the sofa's pillows, 
And thoughts were shipwrecked, every one, 

On sleep's resistless billows ; 

And babes were sleeping overhead 

In robes of pearly whiteness, 
And Luna's softest haze was shed 

O'er evening's starlit brightness : 

I felt a hand-clasp through the dark, 

A thrill of heart compelling ; 
The dove of peace had sought her ark 

And folded wings for dwelling. 

It darker grows — the sound of wings 

Are round me softly floating ; 
*T is my Euterpe now who brings 

Once more the old-time doating : 

I clasp, and hold her to my breast 
My every wrong confessing ; 



258 Day Lilies. 

Euterpe : 

(She said ): " I know by far the best" 
And hushed me with caressing. 

You loved me in the darkest days. 
Nor in the sunniest spuming. 

Laura : 

Yet thrust you in the shadow's haze. 
From other eyes' discerning. 

Euterpe : 

How could you do aught else ? " (she said,) 
With tone of sweet excusing : 

When every poisoned shaft was sped, 
Because my friendship choosing ? 

Laura : 

I might have been more strong, and slain 
The scorn that clung about me ; 

Euterpe : 

Aye ; some are strong enough, 't is plain, 
To weave their verse without me ! 

I smiled in her pure smiles, and kissed 
' The hand that clasped so kindly. 

Laura : 

Ah ! how this precious aid I 've missed, 
How have I sought you blindly ! 
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Euterpe : 

Not blindly, but no love's disguise 
Could hide life's duties, clearer ; 

For every costly sacrifice, 
I could but hold you dearer : 

Not blindly, for my crest was worn, 

With all your soul's adoring. 
Beside the couch of your first-bom 

Earth's realms of bliss exploring. 

That burst of song whose deep refrain 

Is still to memory clinging ; 
When joy- waves ebbed to tears again 

From earth's forebodings springing. 

Not blindly, for to yonder skies. 
While by its grave you sorrowed, 

I bore the bird of Paradise, 
Which you from Heaven had borrowed. 

And nightly, by that little mound. 
When other eyes were sleeping ; 

Together, flowers of hope we bound 
Upoh the brow of weeping. 

My finger on the " lips of care " 

I laid, their plaint repressing ; 
And voice of pain I changed to prayer ; 

And words of blame to blessing. 



26o Day Lilies. 

And thus have passed the toiling years 
And found us scarcely severed ; — 

But bending low she saw the tears 
That on my eyelids quivered. 

(And thus she soothed :) Thy pain I know 
For youth-time's vain endeavor ; 

Flowers bloom not in the " Afterglow " 
Of sunlight passed forever. 

You list to many a strange sweet strain 
From memory's play-ground hieing ; 

Sang'Wraiths that seem to live again, 
Then haunt us with their dying. 

Laura : 

Must dowers of morning die at night 
That cruel frosts were chilling ? 

Euterpe : 

Nay : L,ave may lend the warmth and light 
That hold the frosts from killing. 

Laura : 

Must song-wraiths float about the wold, 
Our eager grasp eluding ? 

Euterpe : 

Nay : Love their fluttering wings may fold, 
And hold for tenderest brooding. 
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And one most royal gift I bring, 
Whose grace no time can borrow, 

The voice of song may ever wing 
Swift flight to hearts of sorrow. 

Another, heed no more the pain 
In dearth of friendship's greeting ; 

For hearts of song find common plane 
Where hands may clasp in meeting. 

The hearts that love are closely bound 

By ties no time can sever ; 
The hearts that scorn may tread the mound 

Of buried hopes forever. 

The hearts that love are winged and meet 
Full oft on Heaven's commissions ; 

That scorn — must tread with bleeding feet 
The grave of slain ambitions. 

That love — may see with eye of faith 

The lights beyond the river ; 
That scorn — their hope-star sets in death, 

Nor beams again forever ! 
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A COLLOQUY. 

C AID sullen Doubt : " Trust not t?^ friend! " 
*^ " And why ? " said Faith, with kindling eye, 

" Soul-love sublime can never die ; 
'T will live and glow till time shall end/' 

Said Doubt : " Such love is for the race." 

" Oh, dark-browed Doubt, when thou art dead. 
With all thy brood ; soul's manna fed 

Shall bid Faith hold her honored place." 

Said Doubt : " What hast thou done, forsooth, 
To reach his plane ? He will not stay 
To lead thee by the hand alway ; 

His love is but the poet's ruth." 

Said steadfast Faith : '^ When from high Heaven 
Our Lord came down, man could not soar 
To His far throne, yet loved He more. 

Else had our weakness ne'er been shriven.' 



>» 



Oh, Doubt, no Great-heart thee awaits ; 
But clear-eyed Faith doth surely find 
The God-like in our human kind. 

And God's own self in man creates. 
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11. 

VOICES OF PATRIOTISM. 

THE SHIP OF STATE. 

(centennial poem.) 

A LONG Suspicion's jagged rocky coast, 
^ ^ Buoyed up through dull becalming of sus- 
pense, 
Through all the straits of chill Indifference, 
Or where foul Mutiny has threatened most, 
•A stately vessel on a dangerous sea. 
Out to the ocean rode in majesty. 
Before this mighty vessel staunch and true. 
With wind-swept hair two beauteous angels flew : 
Bright Hope and Courage, floating hand in hand. 
Before her prow to guard from dangerous strand. 
Seaworthy she has proved ; a century's moons 
Have waxed and waned since first she rode the seas, 
And still her widespread canvas seeks the breeze, 
And adds new joy-notes to old ocean's runes. 
Sail on, staunch vessel, fair cosmopolite, 
Let float thy " stars and stripes" o'er many climes. 
Manned by courageous hearts, while Truth and 

Right 
Are more and more the watchwords of our times. 
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VOX POPULI, VOX DEL 

T^HE tempest calms. The Ship of State rides on, 
'*' Above the troubled bosom of the deep ; 
The surface waters surge, and swell, and leap, 
As if their crests no suns had shone upon. 

But deep, deep down beneath the wavering line 
Of earth-vexed currents, dwells the untroubled 

soul. 
Which storms can never reach, nor tides control. 

Conservator of Power in calm divine. 

Within the ship e'en now so tempest-torn, 
An anchor lies, through which electric nerve 
She draws the hidden fire her needs to serve ; 

And safely held awaits the fairer mom. 

Arrived that morn — where are the bristling guns ? 
And where the combatants with choler rife. 
Who, ready armed for any mortal strife. 

Made menace to all powers beneath the sun ? 

Neath all the bluster beats the gentlest heart. 
Which oft loves best where it decries the most. 
While reverence for the " mother " is not lost 

Though ocean leagues or generations part. 

We lean on Heaven^ — though storms and darkness 

hide, 
God reigns I In God we trust ! His laws abide ! 
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THE NATION'S PRAYER* 

QULY 2. 1881.) 

r\ GOD ! didst Thou permit the deed, 
^^ And let Thy servant feel the blow, 
To show a nation's heart could bleed, 
A nation's tears coiUd flow ? 

The Sabbath silence heard a prayer 

From millions — an impassioned pry ; 
" O Father, save ! We cannot spare. 
We cannot let him die / " 

Then o'er the mountains of the land. 
And deep the ocean's caverns through, 

From clime to clime, at thought's command, 
The words electric flew : 

" He lives ! he rallies ! dry your tears " ; 
But still we count each pulse's beat. 
And faces pallid still with fears 
At every turn we meet. 

* James Abram Garfield was assassinated soon after entering 
upon his duties as President of the United States. A 
feeling of intense sympathy animated the people of all politi- 
cal parties — a sympathy which was also shared by other coun- 
tries, as he lingered through many weeks of heroic suffering. 

The following collection voices the feeling of the people 
through the alternations of hope and fear during the whole of 
that fateful summer of 188 1. 
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THE MORN OF HOPE. 

(July 13th.) 

OEAL out, glad bells, the silver-toned, 
No leaden sounds of dull despair ; 
The peril which our land bemoaned 
Is warded off by prayer. 

Nay, doubt it not, thou critic soul ! 

So deep the wound, so dire the blow. 
What skill of man could wield control 

Did heaven not will it so ? 

But, yet we deprecate the blow 
And throw no glamour o'er the deed ; 

The dastard hand that laid him low 
Hath shame's ignoble meed. 

Grieved, humbled hearts, O God, we bring, 
And, as Thy chastened sons of old, 

We build our altars ; on them fling 
Our love of place — of gold ; 

Our love of self, our pride of power. 

Our fatal atheistic creeds ; 
On these Thy fires of justice pour, 

Transmute them for our needs. 
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Still make Thy servant true as strong, 
The sceptre of our State to wield ; 

To plant his foot upon the wrong, 
Through life's great battle-field. 

Nor tarnished be our hero's name, 
Though crucial test of fame he bear, 

Unmoved beneath the world's acclaim. 
While halo-crowned by prayer. 
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THE CLOUDING OF HOPE. 

(July 23d.) 

/^NCE more a word has chilled the nation's heart 
^^ With nameless dread, and each electric nerve 
Quivers and throbs with superadded pain, 
And bears the saddest freight of prophecy. 
Swift signals flash, and e'en the farthest isles 
Waiting, repeat the question, " Is it well ? " 
Then list with bated breath the " aye " or " no," 
While to one pulse-beat all our hearts keep time. 

No longer " leader," "master," but our/rrV^/, 
Grown trebly dear thro' pathos of his pain. 
If but the angel Hope withdraw her wing 
Each eye is filled : and tears to smiles give place 
If but her beaming face appears again. 

Yet, thro' the cloud-rifts how resplendent shines 

The star of sympathy, — and orb so fair 

That broader day can never hide its beams. 

And darker night can but intensify. 

The nation hails its light, and hands are clasped 

Across the sea's abyss, while words of love 

Come echoing from beyond the isles afar 

And blend beside God's throne. O Sorrow, thou 

Wert never jewelled by so many tears ! 
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FOREBODING. 

(August 27th.) 

/^ GOD, the clouds grow dark, 
^^ The Ship of State is tempest-tossed ; 
Hope, at the prow, averts her face, 
But Faith looks through the wind-swept space 
To light beyond : All is not lost. 

If Heaven shall will it so, 

Heaven hath a purpose 'yond our ken. 
Life oft unsheathes the barbed dart, 
The child oft doubts the father's heart. 

But manhood turns the glass and then, — 

Ah, then each burning tear 

Flashes the diamond point to view. 
By which was severed from the soul 
Excrescences that marred the whole, 

Till Love stood graven there anew. 

More reverently we pray, 

More strong our trust as hopes decline ; 

The work of faith is but begun 

When hearts cry out, " Our will be done ! " 
But crowned when sorrow's cloudy sign 
Elicits, " Not <mr will, but Thiner 
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THE ANGEL ESCORT. 

(September 6th.) 
On the way to Elberon, 

T T E was borne from the gates of pain 

•^ By those who loved him well, 
And over the throng strange silence fell, 

For near him were angels twain ; 
Love leading onward her cloud-robed band, 
With her sister, Sorrow^ hand in hand. 

On sped the flying car, — 

It had borrowed the lightning's wing ; 

Ah, but human hearts were quivering 
Under each iron bar. 

Had it needed lives that breadth to span, 

I trow there had lacked not a single inan ! 

On to the distant sea ! 

He had loved its anthem grand. 

And each billow that rolled from the motherland 
Was great with sympathy. 

The ocean's breath might be strong to save, 

'T was the crest of hope still crowned each wave. 

Then Love to Sorrow spake. 
As they flew with the flying train, 
" Behold, O Sorrow, the people's pain. 

Oh, bid them to joy awake ! " 

But, weeping and bending that couch above. 
She answered, ^^ My name is also Lave.** 
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DEAD. 

(September 19th.) 

/^ SORROW, thou did'st see the coming storm 
^^ That held within its depth the phantom 
form, 
Which Love saw not. Nor strange that thou 
should'st weep 
And bend above him with enfolding wing, 
Lest watchful eyes should see its shadowing, 
Ere God might " give to his beloved sleep." 

How, Sorrow, can'st thou say thy name is Lave ? 

Is it that thou alone dost hold the key 

Which opes the gates to immortality ? 
Is it that this sweet angel at thy side — 

Blest human Love — is mortal, tho* so dear ? 

Immortal thou ? That this terrestrial sphere 
Gives all its sable clouds thy form to hide, 
Heaven's child transformed the graves of earth 
beside ? 

O Love, O Sorrow ! clasp thy hands above 
This sacred dust — our own beloved dead — 

And speak God's peace to those 
Whose light of life has fled. 



I 
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BURIAL. 

(September 26th.) 

"NT OW, Sorrow, hast thou wreathed our star sand 

stripes 
With thine own sable garments ; leave them there 
Till all the clouds of Heaven have rained their 

tears, 
And all the winds have sung his requiem. 
Not all the mournful chimes of many lands 
Can voice our anguish. He has lived and died! 

Victoria's widowed heart could feel the blow ; 
Too well she knew that when the pageant o'er, 
When all the weeping world should cease to mourn, 
The grief of one lone heart had but begun. 
" God comfort thee," she said, " He only can " ; 
And there was comfort in the God-sent words. 
Victoria's chaplet lives on Garfield's tomb, 
Victoria's words are treasured with our tears. 

They mourn him 'neath the circle of the sun — 
Our noble, brave, and true, our martyred one ! 
From continent to island, seas are spanned. 
And nerves of feeling run through every clime. 
The world, at last, has found a common heart, 
And grief has given it language understood 
Through Sympathy, most sweet interpreter. 
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Thy mystery is revealed, O human love, 

And thine, most sacred sorrow, tho' disguised. 

The angel who is love's conservator. 

To whom is given in trust the keys of Heaven, 

Hides her sweet, chastened face within the folds, 

The densest folds of life's vicissitudes, 

And mortals know her not ; a heavenly guest 

Among the angels, named " Immortal Love," 

But Marahy Marah to our sorrowing heart. 
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THANKSGIVING EVE. 

r^ ENTLY, Boreas, gently throw 
^-^ O'er the earth her robe of snow ; 
Cease thy rigors for a while, 
Wreathe thy wrinkles with a smile ; 
Change thy warlike notes to praise, 
Heralding this " Peari of days ! " 

Banish every lingering trace 
Of thy frowns from Luna's face ; 
See ! she throws upon the white, 
Mystic tracery of night. 
Pencilled there with artist's care. 
Forest wonders, gaunt and bare ; 

Fleecy clouds that fleck the blue. 
With her soft light streaming thro': 
Shadows flitting o'er the plain. 
As her face is hid again ; 
Waves of softer light between. 
Emblems of our hopes, I ween ! 

Fairer hopes the mom shall greet : 
Gratitude and Love shall meet. 
Sisters twain, with earnest sense 
Of our God's munificence. 
Blending words of praise and prayer. 
For the Father's loving care. 
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Would there were no sound of pain 
Mingled with the glad refrain, 
No dark tracery of night 
O'er the spirit's virgin white ; 
Would that thrilling deeds of crime 
Never soiled the page of Time ! 

Would that the assassin's blow 
Had not ope'd the gates of woe, 
Had not turned our weeping eyes 
To that priceless sacrifice ! 
Yet may skeptic Doubt be slain. 
On the altar of our pain ! 

Would there were no shroud, no bier, 

Nevermore the sob, the tear ; 

Would that friendship's trust might be 

Changeless as eternity ; 

Would — ah, me ! such blessings given, 

Earth would not be earth, but heaven ! 
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THE OLD BELL AND THE NEW.* 



A LL weather-stained thou liest there, 
^^' Brave veteran of the past ; 
Thy silver tongue which called to prayer, 
Palsied in death at last. 

A loyal sorrow clouds the hour 

That marks thy low estate ; — 
As in chUd-lore creative power 

Makes all things animate ; 

E'en thus tho' later years control, 

The fancy comes again, 
Which gives mute things a human soul ; 

Susceptible to pain. 

So, feeling every plaint of grief 

That trembled from thy tongue, 
Thou mourned a nation's martyred chief, 

A nation's anguish rung — 

* ' ' The old b«ll ti. Johiutown rang its list note when Gar- 
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Then died ! That startling midnight knell, 

That sobbing on the air, 
Which held all hearts in sorrow's spell, 

Was all thine own could bear ! 



II. 



THE NEW. 



So life progresses, still the new 
Usurps the proudest throne, 

Meanwhile, th'e old, the tried, the true 
Lie in their graves alone. 

On the still air new tones have birth, 

Above the veteran's dust, 
But thou hast yet to prove thy worth 

And earn thy right to trust. 

Yet ne'er mayst thou in peals of woe, 
Such deed of wrong proclaim. 

As laid thy predecessor low. 

And tinged our cheeks with shame. 

Peal out for justice, truth, and love. 

Ring blasphemy to death ; 
Peal out God reignSy still high above 

The clouds of seeming wrath. 
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Peal out one moan o'er coffined hope, 
Sound an assassin's doom ! 

When sealed the lips that only ope 
To desecrate a tomb. 

Send forth a dirge for this sad year 
Of most mysterious pain. 

Then ring the good that shall appear 
When giant Hate is slain ! 
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TO THE "LONDON PUNCH." 

nPHY scoff and jest Columbia has heard, 

'*' (Not undeserved, perhaps, in braggart youth,) 
Thy voice of satire knew but scanty ruth, 
And woke again its echo, word for word. 
But now whene'er the pencil or the pen 
Would hurl like missiles from the Occident. 
One thought, and all the force of wrath is spent. 
Our choler hides and peace returns again. 

Who laid the "wreath on murdered Lincoln's 

bier " ? • 

'T was hand of thine, and thine the heartfelt tear. 
Who said : " Columbia's sorrow is our own," 
When our loved Garfield gave his parting moan 
Who stood with forehead bared and moistened eye. 
When our lost Grant in pictured state passed by ? 

Disarmed we stand, such hand-clasp in our pain, 
Has sheathed the sword and all the rancor slain ! 
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ON THE DEATH OF PRINCE LEOPOLD. 

T VICTORIA ! royal mother, royal friend, 

A sympathy so exquisitely tuned 
In all its varied utterance was thine, 
In those dark days which marked our nation's grief. 
That touched by matchless tenderness we turned 
To thee for soothing. While thy tears 
Flowed with our own, no longer braggarts we, 
Like sons and daughters grown, yet scarce grown 

wise, 
But humble in the majesty of grief. 
And tender through the pathos of our pain. 

Victoria's chaplet lives on Garfield's tomb, 
Victoria's words are treasured with our tears. 
" God comfort thee," she said, " He only can," 
To her whose widowed heart most felt the blow, 
And there was healing in the God-sent words. 
Now, could we in thy grief, beloved Queen, 
O'er-load the wires with words of sympathy 
Straight from the nation's heart most warm and 

true, 
The soul of each love-laden word would be, 
O Queen, " God comfort thee. He only can ! " 
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PROPHECY AND FULFILMENT. 

DEATH OF U. S. GRANT. 

"DEFORE the echoes of war had ceased, 

When Sorrow was guest at every feast,' 
Two angels of opposite natures came, 
One robed in cloud and one robed in flame. 
Together beneath the stars of night 
They swept along in their winged flight, 
The Angels of Death and of Sympathy, 
And men were awed as their forms swept by. 

The gentler angel her fair head bowed. 

And hid her face in the folds of cloud. 

"O Angel of Death," she, weeping, said ; 

" All shrink from our coming with glance of dread ; 

Sheathe, sheathe thy sword for a single day, 

And the blood-red hand of vengeance stay ! ** 

" On the pages of fate it is writ," he said, 
" That thrice this land must lament her dead. 
Thrice she must mourn her kingly crown 
Seized from her brow and in dust laid down, 
Ere brother with brother will clasp the hand 
O'er the gulf of passion at God's command. 



I 
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Lincoln, Garfield, and Grant shall be 
The chosen heroes, the honored three, 
Our nation's saviours from fratricide, 
Ere the gates of glory they open wide. 

Quelled now the fury and stilled the strife, 
A ransom is paid for the nation's life ; 
While Sorrow and Sympathy hand in hand 
Speed once more over sea and land. 
Said the first : '^ The ransom is paid at last 
And the fierce decades of strife are past. 

" That never a spot might stain the sun. 
Each spirit was called when its work was done, 
Mine was the hand that dealt the blow. 
But from thine did the gifts of healing flow. 



i( > 



T was the martyred Lincoln's powerful hand 
That strangled the curse of this slave-bound land. 
That buried its fetters in time's great sea. 
And cast out the demon of slavery. 

" Lest hearts sore wounded should turn to stone. 

The watcher at sea-girt Elberon 

Was made for a time the central sun, 

That souls ice-sundered should melt as one. 

'^ The price of the ransom is paid at last. 

And the fierce decades of war are past. 

Now Southland and Northland may clasp in trust 

The hand of peace o'er the soldier's dust." 
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"But why," said the other, "must tears and sighs 
Be ever and ever our love's disguise ? " 

" * For the healing of nations/ O Angel pure ; 

'T is our mission the wounds of strife to cure. 

Lift thy head that is bowed so low, 

Rocks are smitten that streams may flow ; 

Ice-clad barriers dissolve in tears, 

Ere the first pale flower of spring appears. 

And the nation's pulse is ofttimes fed 

By the blood that has left her warriors dead. 

" The spirit of Sorrow must hold his sway 
Till this changeful earth shall have passed away, 
But through Sorrow alone thou dost hold the key 
To the heart of the world, O Sympathy ! " 
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^ARTHOLDI'S STATUTE OF LIBERTY. 

TXT HEN Memnon's statue felt the sun god's' 
power, 
A strain more sweet than Amphion's woke the day; 
A slumbering heart within the marble lay, 
Which touched by warmth and light, awoke to song 
that hour. 

This — Fancy's realm where poets might create 
A pulsing heart within the lifeless stone, 
Like fond Pygmalion, he whose name has grown 

The synonym for power, with love and hope elate. 

Is Fancy dead — that Memnon's voice is still ? 

Fled, all hamadryad forms from flower and tree ? 

Nay, nay ! Behold this ward of Liberty ; 
Love's grand creative power with ^ life her form 
shall thrill. 

We crown her now, pride of the Occident, 
And men shall pause, as in the " Long Ago,*' 
To hear her thought-fraught words in rhythmic 
flow, [lent. 

Of song more sweet and strange than ever Memnon 

SONG OF THE MEMNON SPIRIT. 

Years hence, when turning o'er the century's page, 
Your sons shall count the asterisks of war ; 
And sadly ask the meaning of each scar ; 

Then ye shall tell how Liberty is noblest heritage. 
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Behold the blood stains on her breast of snow ! 
How oft sore wounded in the house of friends, 
And held in fetters for ignoble ends ; 

The phonograph of battle years shall tell in out- 
ward flow. 

• 

But whence this wail of woe, — this sorrow strain, 
Blended with Victory's cry, and martial notes, 
A Qirilling sound upon the air it floats ? — 

Ah, *t is the mournful dirge for sons and brothers 
slain. 

*T is of the fateful past, and hearts must fail. 
Ere hearts rejoice, but now my outstretched hand 
Points proudly out o*er Freedom's chosen land. 

No slave upon her shores, no captive's helpless wail. 

Take from my hand the key, the golden key, 
That on the fiend of Evil shuts the door, 
And holds sweet Peace your guest forevermore. 
Read here two words. Good Will ; twined round 
\yj fleur-de-lis. 

Upon these heights the air is calm and pure ; 

How softly fused Earth's clangor to mine ear ; 

All changed to music in this upper sphere ! — 
Live neary most near to Heaveriy if ye would Peace 
secure / 
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III. 

GLEANINGS FROM WOODLAND 

AND FIELD. 

THE AFTERGLOW. 

[Sn^ested by a Clerg]niuui*s description of the '^Aftecglofw " 
among the Alps.] 

TT HE Bible was the preacher's theme ; 

^ Our guiding star this Book remains^ 
Like that which with refulgent beam 
Appeared above Judean plains. 

How dark without it Nature's face ; 

No promise of the dawn we see ; 
Earth's changeful life, her fragile grace, 

But mocks at love's eternity. 

Though some by science claim to show 

That Pan's great heart Heaven's truth conceals. 

Such fitful faith— the " Afterglow "— 
Ancestral piety reveals. 

He leaves the Book ; our ravished eyes 

By thought's electric changes 
Look up to see the Switzer skies, 
And Alp on cloudy Alp arise 

In all their serried ranges. 
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We stand in Interlachen's vale, 
With rapture strange beholding ; 

The Jungfrau's brow so cold and pale, 

Till sunset gilds the snowy veil, 
A robe of mists unfolding. 

The placid lake, in sweet repose. 

Great mountain arms enclosing, 
Smiles back to those eternal snows. 
Like babe that never dreams of woes. 

In mother-arms reposing. 

Scarce has the twilight filled the glade, 

Our lovely valley nearing, 
And caught in folds of sombre shade 
The clouds of gold that melt and fade. 

Like mountain sprites careering ; 

When pearly breast and brow of snow 

Blushes of morning borrow ; 
The sinking sun looks back to throw. 
Like parting wish, the " Afterglow,' 

Sweet promise of the morrow. 



Nay, ask not what the preacher said ; 

That lovely picture leaving, 
His loyal thought had heavenward sped ; 
Mine clung to this fair vale instead. 

The threads of fancy weaving. 



»f 
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TO PAUL HAMILTON HAYNE. 

("It has been said that this esteemed poet of the South has 
felt sorely wounded by the cruel indifference of Northern 
people.") This item passed the rounds of the papers, and 
called forth many expressions indicating a sentiment of warm- 
est esteem for this author and his work. 

T^HINK not, O friend, thy voice unheard, 

Though faint the answering token, 
Oft hast thou heard some tireless bird, 
' Through solitudes unbroken. 

Pour forth its liquid melody, 

Its swiftest pinion trying, 
While faint and far as o'er the sea 

Came but one note replying. 

It did not sing for praise of man. 

Nor mount to find its heaven ; 
It sang — 'for it was God's own plan. 

By Him its powers were given. 

That His fair world might be more fair, 

Because of voice and wing ; 
To some lone heart we know not where, 
' That song might healing bring. 
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And who can tell if mortal ear, 

Alone is charmed by these ; 
Whence come those thrills of love — of fear, 

Those whisperings in the trees ? 

When Nature speaks ; and smile or tear 

Are her responsive signs ; — 
Ah, poet ! whom the gods revere, 

Heed not though fate maligns. 



TO PAUL HAMILTON HAYNE. 

IN MEMORIAM. 

T DID but pen some fervent lines 

In sympathy of feeling ; 
One day when through the mournful pines 
On Carolina's steep inclines, 
An earnest tone came stealing ; 



Each word was writ in mood of tears, 

Replete with deep emotion, 
But shrinking from the covert sneers, 
Of those who, through prosaic years. 
Have lost old-time devotion : 
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The thoughts that sprang from heart and brain 

To meet thy nature's pleading. 
Within the desk's dark crypt have lain, 
And only from the darkness ta*en 

Too late for thy kind heeding. 

Too late, too late ! the word of praise 

That o'er a grave is spoken ! 
Now friends may pause with sad ama^e, 
And wreathe thy cold dead brow with bays. 

Thou givest no answering token ! 

That day thy friend did pen the line 

Prophetic of thy singing ; 
Though Nature gave to her no sign. 
How did her heart, deep-stirred, divine 

Thy mortal need, and springing — 

To touch the fine electric cord, 

'Twixt soul and soul vibrating, 
Were not thy feverish pulses stirred 
By some far-distant, tender word. 
While on earth's confines waiting ? 
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JOHN BRIGHT. 

ENGLAND, thy great ones, mortal like the 
"lave," 
Can live no more than their appointed span, 
Then comes the pageant, tributes to the Man 
For love or honor, then, at last — the grave ! 
But stay, two continents arrested stand 

Beside this bier. Here, with uncovered head, 
They bow to him who nations would have led 
By swordless strength, by love's august command. 
If living lips of thine, in all their power, 

O friend of man, could not arrest the wrong 
Of war*s dread scourge ; tho' justice waiteth long, 
Let nations rise and usher in the hour, 
When " sons of God," their heavenly birth shall 

heed. 
And Earth shall cease to groan for man's most 
cruel deed. 
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WHO WILL CARE ? 

[Written during illness.] 

A H ! who will care though this may mean fare- 
-^ well ? 

The candle-flame that summer winds may quench, 
Lights but a little space, and only one, 
Or two at most, in all the great bleak world 
Would heed its burning or expiring ray. 

Yet had I thought to hold the torch of truth 
And carry it alight through adverse winds. 
One ray is darkened, yet the hurrying band 
Pass on unheeding ; one is scarcely missed. 
It may be that up there our " would have done " 
And " have done," both Ygdrasil's fairest fruits, 
Are valued just the same in heaven's esteem. 

One thing I know : that on the pallid face 
Waiting in silent and pathetic sleep, 
Looks never down the burning eye of blame. 
Ah, me ! how even poor dead lips might smile, 
And flush of roses steal o'er cheeks of snow, 
At words of praise and tone of fond regret, 
That would have been so sweet, so sweety in life 
As almost to have won from death his prey ! 
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STORY OF A LOST POEM. 

A LONELY wayside inn, 

With gift of sheltering care our steps beguiled, 
For vivid flashes from Aurora's wing 
Betrayed afar the storm-god's beckoning, 
And stirred the expectant air with tumult wild. 

The day wore on apace. 

But o'er our hearts the morning's clouds had rolled, 
While th^ monotony of ceaseless rain. 
On shingled roof and shattered window-pane. 

Imprisoned there as in a dungeon hold. 

No change the morning wore. 

Each leaf and shrub bent lowly down to fling 
Away surcharge of moisture. Birds delayed 
Their matin songs, and sought a denser shade ; 

No bee nor butterfly was on the wing. 

With roving glance forlorn. 

Such as the miner casts within the rift 
Where he has sought, but never found, his gold, 
1 looked about this scanty dungeon hold, 

And lo ! a written, nameless page, my gift. 

The words were those 
Of some grand poem, and though marred and worn, 
Its meanings great I gathered — ^here and there 
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Supplying words and phrases, which might wear 
Some semblance of the garb so rudely torn. 

Here was a poet guide, 
With whom I wandered forth the earth around ! 
My cage had grown my kingdom, four square 

walls 
Wide nature's realm, rocks, trees, and water-falls. 
With all their royal wealth of sight and sound. 

A sudden light revealed 
Whose was this hand and voice that led me on ! 
Others with wild-wood bloom their palms might 

fill, 
But not till each flower-pulse had lost its thrill. 
And all the scented breath of woods had gone. 

Not thus my nameless bard. 
Who found a soul in all things animate, 

In bird and beast and man one brotherhood. 
Who, nature's faintest whisper understood. 
Who read the secrets hid from wise and great 



Years passed, and brought their gifts — 
Their best of gifts, — a friend. One honored long 
As king in realms of thought-land — none but he 
Could wake to birth such rhythmic melody ; — 
One day my lips flung back to him his song ! 
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Silent, at first he heard, 
A startled look — a light within his eyes, 

As there with beating heart and moistened eye, 
I called it from the deeps of memory ; — 
A grasp of hand in great and glad surprise ! 

" 'T is my lost theme," he cried. 
'* Lost years ago, and through each changing sign, 

A song-wraith which I never more could grasp ; 

How came you, friend, its floating form to clasp, 
And bring it back, — how knew you it was mine ? " 

The story then was told. 
How it had lain within its darksome crypt. 
Till half erased — that still the author's thought 
Shone glimmering through, and back to life was 
brought. 
By one who loved that faded manuscript. 

One read the nameless page, 
And knew its author, by that subtle sense 
That men call instinct. By its power to thrill, 
By its soul strength, its inwrought royal skill ; 
For poet-hearts have love's omnipotence I 
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A PLEA FOR THE ARBUTUS. 



I. 

C WEET spring-time flower, 

*^ That wears the rosy blush of moniy 
Like sunrise on the banks of snow, 
Or shell-tint in its pearly glow, 

'Mid Winter's sullen rigors bom. 



Hide not thy head, 

A deeper blush becomes thee well. 
When thousand eyes are on thee cast. 
Our emblematic flower at last. 

To choose from field, or wood, or fell. 

II. 

Some sage may tell 

Of that far time when pilgrim feet . 
Once trod with fear an alien shore, 
With perils all unknown in store, 

No welcome but the wintry sleet, — 

The fostering winds 
Erewhile converted fleecy snows 
To broidered robes of dainty hue, 
To view thy royal graces through. 
Deep in thy winter-bought repose. 
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How might they then, 
Have chosen thee the emblem true 

Of this new world, their fleur-de-lis^ 

Of rich estate the prophecy 
Through storms and darkness brought to view. 

III. 

In envious mood, 
Since some have fondly praised thy worth. 

Too plain are thought thy woodland ways, 

Too timid far to court the gaze 
Of kings and diplomats of earth. 

Arraigned again. 

Thy life in dark retirement spent, 
Atlantic's gentle storm-bred child. 
Could never thrive in prairie wild, 

Nor proudly grace the Occident. 

True this may prove, 
But as New England's stalwart men 
Have honored proud Columbia's name. 
For Truth — have lent her tongues of flame, 
In honor's cause have foremost been, 

So it were well. 
Without reserve to choose from thence, 

The flower of poesy, that when 
We search through native bower and fen 

New England should such gifts dispense. 
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IV. 

Who doth not know 

That foreign grandeur tempts thee not, 
No alien soil thy home has proved, 
That when from native haunts removed 

But withered petals mark the spot. 

And this were well, 
For loyalty we choose thee yet, 

And fondly our allegiance hold ; 

No pale exotic proud and cold. 
That blooms to grace a coronet. 

But still our own. 

The pride of all our Western zone. 
Whose lips have caught the sunset's flush, 
Whose petals match the maiden's blush. 

When first her heart has found its own ! 

So lovely flower. 

Shall not Columbia choose but thee, 
But thee from all her broad domain. 
No rival in her heart to reign, 

A symbol of her constancy ? 
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THE SECRET OF POWER. 

" D ULER of men ! " Whatever greatness lies 
^ Wrapped in those three short words, 't is 
bom of Mind. 
No prowess stands for this. The brawny god 
Of muscle and of limb may sometime sway 
The gaping multitudes who court meanwhile 
The bustle and the tumult and the fray, 
The rushing, foaming, angry surface whirl 
Of that great cauldron called Society ; 
But far below the troubled surface dwells, 
Among space-deeps that only Mind can reach, 
A pulsing heart that dominates the world ! 



TROWBRIDGE. 

•* And Fame has passed me with averted eye. 



»> 



Fame has not passed thee with averted eye, 
But given thee royal pledge of constancy. 
And thou art favored many bards above 
For Fame with thee is synonyme for Love. 
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RECOGNITION. 

I. 

T T was the loveliest day of all the year, 

One of the gems that bind the zone of June ; 
But hearts with nature's minor most in tune 
Have introversion oft of eye and ear. 
Idly the volume lay upon my knee, 
A finger marking some unlettered leaf ; 
While flitting, wayward fancies, sad as brief. 
Mocked the fair day, and all its melody. 
A light caressing zephyr floated by, 
Just touching brow and eyes ; then tried to twine 
The growing tendrils of the nearest vine ; 
Then toyed among the pages one by one — 
When lo ! they opened, and a face I knew 
Flashed into perfectness before my view. 

2. 

The star of trust arose. Its light to me 
Was life of life — more haply than to most ; 
And somewhere in the darkness I had lost 
That clasping hand and that heart's fealty. 
Distrustful, doubting human and divine, 
The life-barque, helmed by fear, had drifted lone, 
And left to shiver in a frozen zone. 
How far seemed heaven ! How dark seemed Heav- 
en's design ! 
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But now I know that we do often prove 

The light of Heaven's great love through human 

eyes. 
Clouds needs must bar the sunlight from our skies, 
If dense enough to hide a face we love. 
And yet these changeful clouds how often born 
Of one's own tears that vanish with the morn ! 



So this surprise was Trust's prismatic sign, 
Which spanned the day and made its glories mine. 
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POETIC VOICES. 



I. 



T IKE wraiths of sound they float o'er shore ^nd 

sea, 
These songs that woo the hours to rapid flight, 
Like far soft chimes upon the air of night, 
That flood our midnight dreams with melody. 
To various keys attuned the mind revealing, 
Or gay or sad from heart that seeks its own 
And finds through depths of space its antiphon. 
Which melts to sudden tears of tenderest feeling. 
One voice upon the wings of morning sent. 
From out the Orient makes the day divine. 
One holds the fragrance of the western pine 
With all the largesse of the Occident, 
While one on almost Polar silence breaks, 
And one beneath the Southern Cross awakes. 



II. 

They meet, they blend, and melody intense 
This work-day world to lower heaven transmutes, 
Voiceless to those who hear not, nature's mutes. 
(Can silent souls be taught their missing sense ?) 
Deny who will, the world is full of those 
Who care not for the flowers, but yet they bloom, 
Nor heed the birds — and yet God gives them room ; 
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He loves, and sweetest care about them throws. 
All nature hath her melodies, and all 
Breathe peace to poet souls in rhythmic flow, 
Woods, streams, and winds, an oratorio. 
*T is but in Being that the octaves fall. 
And yield too oft the dissonance of pain. 
Till soulful voices swell the happier strain. 

HI. 

And with the interludes there comes a thought, 
(Can this be Fancy's most illusive dream ?) 
That soul meets soul beside some classic stream 
And holds sweet converse which the world knows 

not ! 
That those who here can give no clasp of hand 
Of dearest friendship, lips by spaces sealed. 
May find their heart life in those trysts revealed. 
And meet like old-time friends in yonder land ! 
For *t is the introverted sense that hears 
Sweet spirit voices. " Near to Nature's heart " 
Can ne'er be said of those who in the mart 
Of greed and turmoil spend the toiling years. 
And Nature doth some royal secrets hold 
Which only to the willing ear are told. 
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ON THE SUDDEN DEATH OF EDWARD 

PAYSON ROE. 

I. 

'T* HERE came to me yestre'en a sense of loss, 

^ A chill of dull foreboding to the brain, 
That bade me ask : ** What hope but now is slain ? 
What sable wing doth "my horizon cross ? " 
Then later came a joy of inward peace. 
An hour of soul-uplifting, strange and deep, 
As if some spirit from the realms of sleep. 
Came whispering hopeful words with pain's surcease. 
Was it not thine in upward onward flight ? 
No thought-transmission known by earthly name, 
No wing- sped message of electric flame, 
Came ever swifter, surer through the night. 
It brought me hope from yonder mystic realm, 
That earth-bred doubts might never overwhelm. 

II. 

How oft, O friend, thy words with feeling rife 
For moods of peace, or pain, or dire distress, 
Came to my soul with healing helpfulness, 
And greater strength was gained for toils of life ! 
Then, naught but earthly space between us lay 
That might be compassed e'en by speech and tone, 
Or flash of pen, athwart the distance thrown, 
Or thought's telegraphy, each passing day. 



* 

i 
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But now, ah, now, tho' friendship looks above. 
Thus fain to soothe its sense of hurt and loss, 
It cannot pierce the shadowy vale across. 
Nor check the pain for dearth of earthly love ! 
Yet oft, in fitful intervals of sleep. 
The space is bridged o'er this abysmal deep. 



I 
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SCOTIA'S MELODIES. 

/^NCE more I tread the heathery hills 
^^ Ben-Lomond's breezes tasting ; 
Or watch the Pentland's laughing rills 
To homes of ocean hasting. 

I see the emerald of her spring 

Made brighter by the kisses 
Of spray-wreathed nymphs, that o'er her fling 

A charm our inland misses. 

From battlemented walls I hear 

The bells of stately tolling. 
While Pipe and Flute re-charm the ear 

And drum-beat's distant rolling. 

Why charm of mead, of foreign street. 

And why Edina's wonders. 
While Occidental skies we meet 

And ocean widely sunders ? 

Ah, *t is the charm of home-like song 

This twilight breeze is bearing. 
And hearts are thrilled amid the throng 

The garb of memory wearing. 

Fond eyes are filled with sudden tears 
At " Waes me for Prince Charlie " ; 

And hearts re-live their early years 
At " Bonnie House o'Airlie." 



Scotia's Melodies. 307 

Youth seeks again the " Banks o* Doon," 
Of " Auld Lang Syne's " endeavor, 

And fair " Maxwelton's Braes " too soon 
Are lost to sight forever. 



Hearts thrill at '" Why Left I my Hame ? 

" Dear Scotland Yet," repeating, 
Yet " Blue Bells " never bloom the same 

No Highland sunshine meeting. 



»» 
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IN MEMORIAM. 

MRS. JOHN COWAN, OF EDINBURGH. 

A^TE weep with thee ! 

^ It is so sad a thing to see earth's flowers 

Cut down in all their loveliness of bloom ; 
So sad to think that in this world of ours 

There is no garden but conceals a tomb. 

But what do tears avail ? 

They cannot chase one shadow from thy heart, 

Nor waft the heavy sadness from thine eyes, 
No balm of consolation they impart ; 

Yet can they show how deep we sympathize. 

Were it not well 

If every cloud that darkens overhead 

In this sad world, where tears so often fall. 
Would bid our souls upon their journey speed ? 

'T will not be long till we are past them all. 

A little while, 

A little weary wandering ? No, oh, no ; 

We cannot wander when He leads the way. 
But working in the vineyard here below. 

And faithful while our Master bids us stay. 

Then when He calls us home, 

With joy our souls upspringing from the dust. 

And throwing earth's habiliments aside, 
Will wing their flight to Heaven with holiest trust, 
, And meet our loved ones where no griefs betide. 
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THE MISSING MUSE. 

("Over the proscenium arch in the Metropolitan Opera- 
House there were eight niches to be filled with statues. Some 
one suggested the muses as being appropriate. But of muses, 
there are nine. Then the graces were thought of. But there 
are only three graces. The odds were in favor of the muses ; 
so eight muses gaze down into the auditorium, apparently 
looking for their missing sister." — The Critic.) 

T^HEIR steeds were zephyrs, and the rhythmic 
•*• beat 

Of song was heard, their courses earthward wing- 
ing, 
And near and nearer came the heavenly singing, 
With sound of mirth and fairy dancing feet. 
Of Urania's starry band 
Was Clio, with eagle eye ; 
Euterpe, fond and shy. 
With Terpsichore, hand in hand. 
" What calls us earthward ? " asked Melpomene. 
" We go to breathe a soul in earthly shrine. 
To give the marble life and form divine. 
Else it is stone," said fair Calliope. 

*' When mortals summon our band 

We heed their prayer. 

Our cloud-robes wear, 
And careering, hand in hand. 

Float down o'er the golden stair. 



3IO Day Lilies, 

" So hither and thither 

Through ambient ether, 
Still floating and singing, 
Our earthward course winging, 
We enter the portal 
Where god and where mortal 

Vie in the rapture of song." 

Now when each radiant one of all the nine 

Like bee to flower sought each her own fair shrine. 

Behold there were but eight in circling line ! 

Euterpe 't was who spoke, with falling tears. 
Her joyance slain by dark, foreboding fears : 
" O sisters ! 't is my doom in this appears. 

" Time was when I, of all our joyous train, 
Was held the first, when love's delicious pain 
Was welcome theme, the soul of many a strain. 

" On Scotia's hills, when wandering with my lyre, 

How all her sons did I with hope inspire ; 

How hearts would melt or bum with rapturous fire ! 

" And how the poet soul of Avon sought. 
When living draughts from Helicon he brought 
That aid which later bards have held as nought ! 

" Time was when I with Polyhymnia stood. 
Our honored names the synonym for good. 
Ere Doubt grew bold with her unlettered brood. 
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" Now all despise my powers, and rudely blame ; 
They spit in Passion's face, and, weak -and lame,' 
They try by marble torch to light my flame." 

Mnemosyne's daughters, then in clouds arrayed, 
Took hasty flight, and left their hosts dismayed ; 
But three fair maidens paused, their griefs to tell, 
Thalia and Terpsichore, loved so well ; 
And Erato, who owned Euterpe's spell. 

These having greatly won the hearts of men 
Throughout the Occident, returned again. 
And, hovering low above the sacred aisle. 
With mortals deigned their parlance for a while. 



A sword that pierces the heart of one 

Pierces the hearts of all. 
Ye need summon us now by no trumpet tone, 

We are far beyond recall. 

Ye may sing your songs. 

But their soul is fled ; 
Ye may chant your chants. 

But their heart is dead ; 
Ye may build your shrines, 

But within them creep 
^ Eumenides foul 

While mortals sleep. 
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FLIGHT OF THE MUSES. 

VOICE OF MNEMOSYNE HEARD IN THE DISTANCE. 

/^OLD is the sun of your western clime, 

^^ And your beetling cliffs are white with rimey 

Your fancy's pinions once blithe and free 

Are aimless beating a polar sea ; 

Your bards are saying " Ho, what of the night ! " 

And wakeful they look for the glimmering light ; 

But wherever our band has been held in scorn, 

*T is the twilight of evening and never of mom. 

Your land with the aegis of liberty 

In the eyes of the world is most fair to see. 

But your birds are mute, and your forest dense 

Once vocal with songs omnipotence ; 

For nymphs and dryads have found a tomb 

Where even the flowers may forget to bloom, 

But Doubt and Epvy are sure to stay, 

Where the spirits of song have been thrust away. 
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THE PHOTOGRAPH. 

C HOULD I withold the pictured face, 
*^ You might, perchance, suppose it fair. 
Clothed in a sweet imagined grace. 
Soft eyes of blue and sunny hair. 

Nor strange, if you supposed it young, 

Imagination loves the May, 
And Fancy seldom finds among 

Her gold or brown one thread of gray. 

But truth is best. The artless sun, 

That grand " Old Master " ne'er conceals, 

But deepest care-lines one by one. 
In candor pitiless reveals. 

Yet those sun-rays might penetrate 

Heart depths to worldlings never shown. 

But in their picture re-create 

Not one, O friend, to thee unknown. 

So, if too grave the shadowed brow. 
And eyes that hold- remembered tears ; 

Let fancy bid the canvas glow. 
And keep her picture through the years. 
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NATURE AND THE POETS. 

[Suggested by the article '* Nature and the Poets " in a late 
magazine, in which the writer finds fault with our American 
poets for making frequent use of the flowers and birds of English 
song.] 

HP HE critic owl should aye beware, 
-*• When brother owls berating, 
He fall not headlong in the snare 
For his poor victims waiting. 



If native bard should never rest 

On foreign mountain summit. 
Nor sound the waters of the west 

With oriental plummet, 

The native prophet, who repeats 

Our doom for ill requital. 
Should scarce from England's poet Keats * 

Stoop to purloin a title ! 

The poet knows not east nor west 

His rare selections making ; 
If England's daisies please him best, 

He has them for the taking ; 

♦ " Nature and the Poets," by John Keats. 
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The garlands of our own fair June 

No added grace can borrow, 
But aye the " Flowery Thorn o* Doon " 

Is symbol of Love's sorrow. 

If bird of Ind. can lend a tone 

Of rare and perfect sweetness, 
The feathered songster is our own. 

To aid our strain's completeness. 

And who that Shelley's " lark " has heard 

In melody ascending ; 
Till each poetic pulse is stirred, 

The heart with Nature's blending, 

Can symbolize our modest bird 

Of clover, weeds, and grasses — 
E'-en though the song in childhood heard 

All other far surpasses ? 

While slow the critic burrows through 

His Occidental mountains. 
Our springs of song may, deep and new, 

Well up from eastern fountains. 

For every wave of perfect song 

In all its rhythmic changes. 
Doth to the whole wide earth belong, 

And not to district ranges. 
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The poet of the torrid land 
In polar breeze may shiver, 

His mortal hand may touch the strand 
Beyond the Lethean River. 

All homes hath he on land or sea. 

All havens for Endeavor ; 
Nature, his university, 

His page — the great Forever ! 
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WHAT REWARD? 

\T'Ei who are standing on life's battlements, 
^ Your range of vision world-encircling grown ; 
What lofty aim to those far heights impelled ? 
With winged feet, like famed Latona's son, 
Sought ye some woodland nymph that looked most 

fair? 
But led thee panting on, in fruitless quest, 
Until at length, within your grasp, she changed 
From maid to tree, from love to laurel-crown ? 
Tell how Success did honor to your suit, 
What tribute paid to fond Expectancy ? 



FIRST VOICE. 

'T was a strife for power 

That nerved my pen ; 
And fame's sole dower 

Was the praise of men ; 

An alembic, which changed all things to gold 
And filled the coffers to overflow ; 

But I sigh to plunge in those waters cold, 
Which swept from Midas his gift of woe ! 



\ 
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SECOND VOICE. 

'T was to earn the right 
To a laureate's crown ; 

And I hurled with might 
Every rival down. 

For it seemed most fair as it glittered there, 
The richest gift that of time was born ; 

But alas ! each gem was as false as fair, 
The coils of Medusa o'er crown of thorn ! 

THIRD VOICE. 

*T was an impulse given, 
*T was a secret power ; 

A thought of heaven 

That bloomed — a flower ; 

And the flower was culled, and the petals fell. 
But the angels gathered them one by one ; 

And they said : " Wheresoever Love can dwell. 
There the rainbow warp of hope is spun." 

And love is a guerdon that never yet 

Has been lost in the ocean of regret. 



His, then, the honor most nobly won. 
And* his the service most grandly done ; 
Who, wielding a self-forgetful pen. 
Sinks all ambition beneath the sun. 
Save that which may better his fellow-men ! 
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FIVE TIMES. TEN. 



TO THE PHILADELPHIA "PRESBYTERIAN** ON ITS 

FIFTIETH ANNIVERSARY. 



JUST fifty years, 
With all their sparkling gems of thought, 
And from these pages I to-day 
Some for thy crown shall glean, unsought, 
More during than the wreath of bay. 

Thy first decade 
Brought weekly stores of wealth, and blest 

The morning of my father*s home ; 
Now as his sun rides farther west. 

Thy latest stands — 2l stately tome. 

The days passed by. 
And while that fair home-nest was stirred 

By change, by death, by tears, by mirth, 
By fledgling, and by flitting bird ; 

Time proved thy rare, exceeding worth. 

Now for thy crown 
We find the jewels, one by one. 

Comes first the gleaming pearl of tears. 
Earth's heirloom. Oft thy loved ones gone 

Have worn it in these passing years. 
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Now diamond hope ; 
For through ail changes thou wert true 

To words of inspiration given, 
No sage of so-called science drew 

Close shut, then barred the gates of heaven ! 

One gem beside, 
And this is Love, the amethyst. 

Thy twelfth and last foundation-stone ; 
By this made powerful to resist 

Mutations which thy years have known. 

Now, take them all. 
And bind with friendship's finest gold. 

And when the next decades have passed, 
Though hands that wrought are weak and old, 

Undimmed thy light as in the last 
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SYMPATHY. 

T^HE distant storm which all the forest bends, 
^ The bolt which rends the far off stately pine, 
With awed, hushed breath we view and prayer 
ascends, 
And thoughts word-wrought have on the page 
their sign. 

But when so near that eyes are stricken blind, 
Hands weak and helpless through contending 
fears. 

No voice, no speech, no prayer the soul can find, 
E'en sympathy can bring no gift but tears ! 
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